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MOSSES FROM AN OLD MANSE.

THE OLD MANSE.

The AathoT makes the Reader acquainted with his Abode.

Between two tall gate-posts of rough hewn stone (th«

gate itself having fallen from its hinges, at some unknown

epocli), we beheld the gi-ey front of the old parsonage,

terminating the vista of an avenue of black ash trees. It

was now a twelvemonth since the funei-al procession of the

venerable clergyman, its last inhabitant, had turned from
that gate-way towards the village burj'ing-ground. The
wheel-track, leading to the door, as well as the whole
breadth of the avenue, wj^ almost overgrown with gass,
alfording dainty mouthfuls to tsvo or three vagi-ant cows,
and an old white horse, who had his own living to pick

up along the roadside. The "-limmcringrjhadows. tliat lay
half asleep between the door of the house and the public

highway, were a kind of spiritual medium, seen through
which, tiie edifice hj^d not quite the aspect of belonging to

the material world. Certainly, it liad little in common
with those ordinary abodes, which stand so imminent upon
the road that every passer-by can thrust his head, as it

were, into the domestic circle. From these quiet windows,
the figures of passing traveller looked too remote and dim
to disturb tlie sense of privacy. In its near retiremeiU,
and accessible seclusion, it was the very spot for the resi-

dence of a clergyman ; a man not estranged from human
life, yet enveloped, in the midst of it, with a^v^TI'woven of

intermingled gloom and brisrlitness. It was worthy to

have been one of tlie time-honored parsonages of England,
in which, through many generations, a succession of holy

occupants pass from youth to age, and bequeath each an
inheiitance of sanctity to pervade the house and hover

over it, as with an atmosphere.
Nor, m truth, had the Old Manse ever been profaned

by a lay occupant, until that memorable summer afternoon
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6 MOSSES PROM AX OLD KANSE.

when I entered it as my liomc. A priest bad built it; a

priest bud succeeded to it ; otber priestly men, from time

to time, bad dwelt in it ; and children, born in its cham-

bers, bad grown up to assume the priestly character. It

was(^w^Pto reflect bow many sermons must have been

written there. The latest inhabitant alone—lie, by whose

translation to Paradise the dwelling was left vacant—had

penned nearly three thousand discourses, besides the bet-

ter, if not the greater number, that gushed living from his

lil)S. How often, no doubt, bad be paced to and fro along
the avenue, attuning his meditations, to tl;e sigl;s andgen-
tle murmurs, and deep and solemn peals of the wind,

among the lofty tops of the trees ! In that variety of nat-

ural utterances, he could find something accordant wilh

every passage of bis sermon, were it of tenderness or rev-

erential fear. The boughs over my head seemed shadowy
witli solemn thoughts, as well as with rustling leaves. I

took shame to myself for having been so long a writer of

idle stories, and ventured to hope that wisdom would

descend upon me with the falling leaves of the avenue;
and that I should light upon an intellectual treasure in the

Old Manse, well worth those boards of long hidden gold,

wliich people seek for in '^loss-grown houses. Profound

treatises of morality—a layman's unprofessional, and tliere-

fore unprejudiced views of religion;
—histories (such as

Bancroft might have written, had he taken up bis abode

here, as he once purposed), bright with picture, gleaming
over a dei)th of pliilosophic thought;—these were the

works that might fitly have flowed from sucli a retirement.

In the humblest event, I resolved at least to achieve a novel,

that slioidd evolve some deep lesson, and should possess

pliysical substJince enough to stand alone.

In furtherance of my design, and as if to leave me no

pretext h.r not fuliilling it, there wa^, in therearofthe

house, the most delightful little nook of a study that ever

otfercd ils snug seclusion to a scholar. It was here that

iMueison wrote "Nature;" for he was then an inhabitant

of tlie IManse, and used to waleh the Assyrian dawn

and the Paphian sunset and moonrise, from the summit of

our eastern hill. When I first saw the room, its walls

were bhutkened witli the smoke of unnumbered years, and

made still blacker by the grim piints of pmitaai ministers

tliat hung around. These worthless looked strangely like

bad angels, or, at least, liite men who hud wrestled so OOD-
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tinually and so sternly with the devil, that somewhat of

i.'is sooty fierceness had been imparted to their own visages.

They had all vanished now ; a cheerful coat of paint, and

golden tinted paper hangings, lighted up the small apart-

ment; while the shadow of a willow-tree, that swept

against the overhanging eves, attempered the cheerywestern

sunshine. In place of the giim prints, there was the sweet

and lovely head of one of Raphael's Madonnas, and two -

pleasant little pictures ofthe Lake ofComo. Tlie only other ,

decorations were a pnrplc vase of flowers, always fresh,
'

and a bronze one containing graceful ferns. My books

(few, and by no means choice ; for they were chiefly sucli

waifs as chance had thrown in my way) stood in order

about the room, seldom to be disturbed.

^T^liA cHifly h/'lLlbr^*^ i\-in<lnws, set -w-ith little old fash-

ioned panes of glass, each with a crack across it. The two
on the western side looked, or i*athor peeped, between the

willow branches, down into tlie orchard, with glimpses of

the liver througli the trees. The third, facing northward,
commanded a broader view of tlie river, at a spot where
its hitherto obscure waters gleam forth into the light of

jiistoiy. It was at this window that the clergyman, who
then dwelt in the Manse, stood watching the outbreak of a

long and deadly struggle between two nations ; he saw the

irregular array of his parishioners on the farther side of the

river, and the glittering line of the British, on the hither

b;ink ; he awaited, in an agony of suspense, the rattle of
t]ie musketry. It came—and there needed but a gentle
wind to sweep the battle smoke around this quiet house.

Perhaps the reader—whom I cannctJicl])_consideiing
as my guest iivtjie Old ^^lajise^ aHd^titIcd_tojill_coin'tesy,
Tu the way of sight-showmg—perhaps he- will choOse to

take a nearer View o( the memorable spot. Ti'e stand
now on the river's brink. It may weU be called the Con-
cord—the river of peace and quietness—for it is certainly
the most unexcitable and sluggish stream that ever loi-

tered, imperceptibly, towards its etci lity, the sea. Posi-

tively, I had lived three weeks beside it, before it grew
quite clear to my perception which way the current flowed.

It never has a vivacious aspect, except when a north-
western breeze is vexing its surface, on a sunshiny day.
I'^om the incurable indolence of its nature, the stream is

h:ipply incapable nf becoming the slave of human ingenu-
ity, as is the fate of go many a vs-ild free mountain toirent. /
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While all things else are compelled to subserve some use-
ful purpose, it idles its sluggish life away, inJjiajEJibei'ty
without turning a solitary spindle, or affording even water

power enough to grind the corn that grows upon its banks.
The torpor of its movement allows it nowhere a bri"'ht

pebbly shore, nor go much as a narrow strip of glistening
sand, in any part of its course. It slumbers between liroad

pi-airics, kissing the long meadow grass, and bathes the

overhanging boughs of elder bushes and villows, or the
roots of elms and ash trees, and clumps of maples. Flags
and rushes grow along its plashy shore, the yellow water-

lily spreads its broad fiat leaves on the margins, and the

fragrant white pond-lily abounds, generally selecting a

position just so iar from the river's brink, that it cannot
be grasped, save at the hazard of plunging in

It is a marvel whence this perfect llow^er derives its love-
liness and perfume, springing, as it does, from the black
mud over which the river sleeps, and where lurk the slimy
eel, and speckled frog, and the mud turtle, whom contin-
ual washing cannot cleanse. It is ihe very same black
mud out of which the yellow lily sucks its obscene life and

i

noisome odor. Thus we see, too, in the world, that some

I persons assimilate only what is ugly and evil from the

j
same moral circumstances which supply good and beau-

j

tilled results—the fragrance of celestial liowers—to the

'daily life of others.

Tho reader must not, from any testimony of mine, con-

tract a dislike towards our slumberous stream. In the

light of a calm and golden sunset, it becomes lovely beyond
expression ; the more lovely for the quietude that so well
accords with the hour, when even the wind, after bluster-

ing all day long, usually hushes itself to rest. 'Ench tree

and rock, and every blade of grass, is distinctly imaged, ji

j^ and,^liovvevcr unsightly in reality, assumes ideal beauty in

ll

the };cflcctiu^i. Tho minutest things of earth, and the
' broad aspect of the firmament, ai'C pictured, equally with-
out effort, and with the same felicity of success. All the

sky glows downward at our feet; the rich clouds tloat

through tho unruflled bosom of the stream, like heavenly
thoughts through a peaceful heart. "We will not, then,

malign
our river as gross and impure, while it can glorify

itself with bo adequate a picture of the Heaven that broods
above it ; or, if we remember its tawny hue and the nuid-

dinesa of its bed, let it bo (a symbol that the eai'thliest
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human soul has an infinite spiritual cap^ity, and may
contain the better world witliin its

depthsTjjBut, indeed,
the same lesson might be drawn out of anV'mud-puddle in

the streets of a city
—and, being taught us everywhere, it

must be true.

Come ; we have pursued a somewhat devious track, in

oar walk to the battle-^^round . Here we are, at the point
where the river was crossed by the old bridge, the posses-
sion of Avhich was the immediate ^bject of the contest.

On the hither side, grow two or three elms, tlirowing a

wide circumference of shade, but which must have been

planted at some period within the threescore years and Urn

that have passed since the battle-day. On the farther

shore, overhung by a chimp of elder-bushes, we discern

(he stone abutment of the bridge. Looking down into the

river, I once discovered some heavy fragment of the

timbers, aU gi^iijwith^half_a centmy's growth of Avater-

_mo§a; for, dunng that length of time, the tramp of horses

and human footsteps have ceased, along this ancient high-

way. The stream has here about the breadth of twenty
strokes of a swimmei-'s arm ; a space not too wide, when
bullets were whistling across. Old people, who dwell here-

abouts, will point out the very spots, on the western bank,
where our countrymen fell down and died; and, on this

side of the river, an^belisk^ofLgranite ji^as grown up from
the soil that was fertilized with British blood. The monu-

ment, not more than twenty feet in height, is such as it

befitted the inhabitants of a village to erect, in illustration

of a matter of local interest, rather than what was suitable

to commemorate an epoch of national history. Still, by
tlie fathei*s of the village this famous deed was done ; and
their descendants might .rightfully claim the privilege of

building a memorial.

An humbler toj^en of the fight, yet a more interesting
one than the giimitc obelisk, may be seen close under the

stone-wall, which separates the bar tie-ground from the pre-
cincts of the parsonage. It^is th_e grave

—marked by a

small, moss-grown fragment oTstone at the head, and
another at TEeToot—the grave of two British soldiers, who
were slain in the skirmish, and have ever since slept peace-

fully where Zeehariah Brov.n and Thomas Davis buried
them. Soon was their w arfare ended ;

—a weary night-
march fi-om Boston—a rattling volley of musketiy aciose

the river }
—and then these many years of rest 1 In th9
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long procession of slain invaders, who passed into eternity
rVom the battle-fields of the Revolution, these two •^ameless

soldiers led the way.
/Lowell, the poet, as we were once standing over this

graVeptoId me a tradition in reference to one of the inhabi-

tants below. ^ The story has something deeply hnpreseive,

though its circumstances cannot altogether be reconciled

with probability. A youth, in the service of the clergj'.

man, happened to be chopping wood, that Apiil morning,
at the back door of the Manse ; and when the noise of

battle rang from side to side of the bridge, he hastened

across the intervening field, to see Avhat miglit be going
forward. It is rather strange, by the way, that this lad

should have been so diligently at work, when the whole

population of town and country were startled out of their

customary business by the advance of the British troops.
Be that as it might, the tradition says that the lad now left

his task, and hurried to the battle-iield, with the axe still

in his hand. The British had by this time retreated—the Americans Avere in pursuit—and the late scene of
strife was thus deserted by both parties. Two soldiers lay
on the ground ; one was a cor[)se ; but, as the young New
Englander drew nigh, the other Briton raised himself pain*

fully upon his haiuls and knees, and gave a ghastly stare

into Ins face. Tiie boy—it must have been a nervous im-

pulse, Midiout purjjose, without thought, and betokening a
sensilive and impressible nature, rather than a hardened
one—the boy ui)liftt'd his axe, and dealt tho wounded
s )ldi(!r a fierce and fatal blow upon tho head.

I could wish that the grave might be opened ; for I

would fain know whether either of the skeleton soldiers has

the mark of an axe in his skull. The story comes home to

niM like truth. Oftentimes, as an intellectual and moj-al

exiicisc, 1 hav(> sought to follow tliat poor youth through
his subs Hini^'ut career, and observe how his soul wai« tor-

iiii- 'il by the blood slain, contracted, as it had been, before

thi! long custom of war had robbed human life of its sano

(ity, and while it still seemed murderous to shiy a brother

in;i,i. Tlj j ,'^
one eiicumgtance has borne more fruit for me

I [k,i
; 1 :/ll t.h; |f, history tcdls US of (he fight.

Many strangers couk;, in the summer-time, to view the

hattle-grotmd. For my own part, 1 have never found my
imagination much excited by this, or any other scene of

historic celebrity J nor would the placid margin of the rivw
I
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have lost any of its cliarm for me, had men never fought nnd
died there. I'ltere is a w ilder interest_in the tract of land
—perhaps a hundred yai-dsTn breadth—whkh extends

between the batth.-field and the northern face of our old

Maiise, with its contiguous avenue and orchard. Here, in

some unknown age, before the wliite man came, stood an
Indian viHage, convenient to tlie rivei-, whence its inhabi-

lants must liave drawn so large a part of their substance.

The site is identified by t!;e spear and arrow-heads, the

chi3t3i,"^itIj5T>l-Tjnipl:f'iiicnts of w;;' . nd the chitse,

which the plough turns up from You see a

splijiter of stone, half liidden beneath a sod; it looks like

nothing worthy c f note ; but, if }ou h.ave fakh enough
to pick it np—behold a relic! Thore;ii!. who has a

jitranjre fucultv of fnidiiiij what the Indians have h ft Ik I. hid

them, first set me on the search; and I af'rriv.;;! (N iiniLLi- d

myself with some veiy perfect specnnens. eo radi ly wrou- Lt ^
thatit seemed almost as if chance had fashioned them. Their 7 \

great chann consists in this i-udencss. and in the i ndiyj t,|pnl. *J
^

.ijv of each article^ go different from the productions of J-j
civiUztd machinery, wluch sliapos everything ( ii tin:' jsat- j
tern. Tli'io is exquisite deligl.t, too, in ji '.: u i

;>,
for

one's sell', an arrow-head that was droj)t ccr.tiuies ago, and
has neyei" been handled since, and which we thus receive

directly from the hand cf the red hunter, who purposed to .^
shoot it at his game, or at an enemy. Such an incident

builds up again tJ-e Indian village, and its encircling forest,

and recalls to Hie the painted chiefs and warriors, the

squaws at their household toll, and the children sporting

among the Avigwams ; Avhile the little wind-rocked papoose
swings from t'le branch of a tree. It can hardly be told

whether it is a joy or a pain, after such a momentary
vision, to gaze around in the broad diiylight of reality, and
see stone-fences, white houses, potato-fields, and men
doggedly hoeing, in their shirl-sleeves and homespun
pantaloons. But this is nonsense. The old Manse is

better than a thousand wiguams.
The Old Clause !—we had almost forgotten it, but will

return thither through the orcllVsi:^- This was set out by
the last clerg}-man, in the decline of his life, when the

neighbors laughed at the hoary-headed man for planting
trees, fiom which he could have no prospect of gathering
fruit. ._ EvcTL had Jhat ^been the ease, there was only so

much the better motive for nlaniiiiir tluni. in the niire and
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unselfish hope of benefiting Lis successors : an end 80 sel«

dom acliieved by more ambitious efforls. But the old

minister, before reaching liis patriarchal age of ninety, ate

tlie apples from this orchard during many years, and

added silver and gold to his annual stipend, by disposing
of the superfluity. It is pleasant to think of him, walking

among the trees in the quiet afternoons of early autumn,
and picking up here and there a windfall ; while he

observes how heavily the branches are weighed down, and

computes the number of empty flour-barrels that will be

hlled by their burthen. lie loved each tree, doubtless, as

if it had been his own child, f An orchaixl has a relation

to mankind, and readily connects itself with matters of

the heart. ^ The trees possess a domostJC^ character; they
have lost the wild nature of their forest-kindred, and have

(grown humanized by receiving
the care of man, as well as

by contributing to his wants./ There is so much individu-

jality of character, too, among apple-trees, that it gives
i them an additional claim to be the objects of human inter-

est. One is harsh and crabbed in its manifestations ;

another gives us fruit as mild as charity. One is churlish

and illiberal, evidently grudging the fcAV apples that it

bears ;
another exhausts itself in free-hearted benevolence.

The variety of grotesque shapes into which apple-treea

contort themselves, has its effect on those who get

accjuainted with them: tliey stretch out their crooked

branches, and take such a hold of the imagination, that we
remember them as humorists and odd fellows. Aud what

is more mehmcholy than the old apple-trees, that linger

about the spot where once stood a homestcjid, but where

there is now only a ruined chinniey, rising out of a grassy

and vrced-grown cellar? They offer their fruit to every

wayfarer—apples that are bitter-sweet with the moral of

time's vicissitude.

I liave met with no otlier such pleasant trouble in the

world, {IS that of finding myself, with only the two or

three mouths whicli it was my privilege to feed, the sole

inheritor of the oM clergyman's wealth of fruits. Through-
out the summer, there were cherries and currants ; and

then came jiutumn, with his immense burthen^ of apples,

dmpping tliem coiitiiuially from his over-laden shoulders,

a.s he trudged along. In Uie stillest Jifternoon, if I hs-

tened, the thump of a greflP apple was audible, falling

without a breath of wiud, from the mere necessity of per-
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feet ripeness. And, besides, there were pear-trees, that

flung aow7r"Bushels upon bushels of heavy pears; and

peach-trees, which, in a good year, tormented me with

peaches, neither to be eaten nor kept, nor, Avithout labor

and perplexity, to be given away. The idea of an infinite

gsnerosity and exhaustless bounty, on the part of our ^lotlier

Kature, was well worth obtaining through such cares as

theae. That feeling can be enjoyed in perfection only by
the natives of summer islands, where the bread-fruit,

the cocoa, the palm and the orange, grow spontaneously,
and hold forth the ever-ready meal ; but, likewise, almost

as well, by a man long h ibituated to city life, who plunges
into such a solitude as that of the Old Manse, where he

plucks the fruit of trees that he did not plant ; and which,

therefore, to my heterodox taste, bear the closer resem-

blance to those that grew in Eden. It has been an

apophthegm these five thousand years, that toil sweetens

the bread it earns. For my part (speaking from hard

expei-ience, acquired while belaboring the rugged furrows

of Brock Farm), I relish best the free gifts of Providence.

jSTot tliat it can be disputed that the light toil, requisite

lO cultivate a moderately-sized garden, imparts such zest

to kitchen-vegetables as is never found in those of the

market-gardener. Childless men, if they would know

something of tlie bliss of paternity, should plant a seed—
be it squash, bean, Indian-corn, or perhaps a mere flower,
or worthless weed—should plant it Mith their own hands,
and nurse it from infancy to maturity, altogether by their

own care. If there be not too many of them, each indi-

vidual plant becomes an object of separate interest. My
garden, that sUii'ted the avenue of the Manse, was of pre-

cisely the right extent. An hour or two of morning labor

was all that it required. But I used to visit and re-visit

it a dozen times a-day, and stand in deep contemplation
over my ve q̂ctable;^rOi!!?eh T\ with a love that nobotly could

shai-e or conceive of, who had never taken part in the pro-

t^'cess j)f creation. It was one of the most bewitching
Biglits in the world to observe a hill of beans thiiisting
aside the soil, or a row of early peas just peeping forth

sufTiciently to ti-ace a line of delicate green. Later in the

season, the humming-birds were attracted by the blossoms
of a peculiar variety of bean ; and they were a joy to me,
those little spiritual visitants, for deigning to sip any food

put of my nectar-cuj)s. Multitude^ gf bec3 used to bury
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themselves in the yellow-blossoms of the summer-squashes.

Tliis, too, was a deep satisfaction ; although, when they

had laden themselves with sweets, they tlew away to some

unknown hive, which avouUI give back nothing in njquital
'

of what my garden had contributed. But I was glad thus

to fling a benefaction upon the passing breeze, with the

certainly that somebody must profit by it, and thaTthere,

would be a little more honey in the world, to allay the

sourness and bitterness which mankind is always comi)lain'

ving of. Yes, indeed ; nij life was the sweeter for thai

honey.

S[)eaking of summer-squashes, I must say a word of

y their beautiful and varied forms. They presented an end-

less diversity of urns and vases, shallow or deep, scalloped

or plain, moulded in patterns which a sculptor wouhl do

well to copy, since_ai-tjia9 never invented anything more

graceful. A hundred squashes in the garden were worthy
, in my eyes, nt least-—of being rendered _indes^Uiltibl9_

in marble. If ever Providence (but I know it never will)

should flS!=i"n me a superfluity of gold, part of it shall be

expended for a service of plate, or most delicate porcelain,

to be wrought into the shapes of summer-squashes, gath-

ered from vines which I will plant Avith my own hands.

As dishes for containing vegetables, they would be pecu-

liarly appropriate.
But not merely the squeamish love of the Beautiful was

prallfied by my toil in the kitchen-garden. There was a

liearty enjoyment, likewise, in observing the growth of the

crook-necked vinter-sqnashe?, from the first little bulb,

vith the withered blossom adhering to it, mitil they hiy

strcAATi iqion ths soil, big, round fellows, hiding their heads*

beneath iho leaves, but turning up their great yellow
rotundities to the noon-tido sun. Gazing at them, I felt

that, by my ngcney, eomething worth living for had iMH'n

done. A new substance wa3 born info the world. They
were real and tangible existences, which the mind could

seize hold of and rejoice in. A cabbage, too,—especially

the early Dutch cabbage, which swells to a monstrous cir-

cumference, until its andjifious heart often bui-sts asunder,

. is u matter to be proud of, Avhen we can claim a share

with the earth and sky in producing it. B-ut, after all,

the hngest pleasure is reserved milil these vegetable chil-

dren of o\n-3 are smoking on the table, and we, like Saturn,

make a mciil of them.
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What with tlie river, the battle-neW, the orchawm emd
the [rarden, the reader begins to tlespair of tiudiug his wny
back iuto the Old MiUise. But, in agreea!>ie weatiter, jt

is the truest hospitality to keep him out of doors. I nevcr-

grew quite acquaiuted with my habitation till a long spell

of sulky rain had contined me beneath its roof. There

could not be a more sombre aspect of external natui-e than

:<.s seen from the windows of my study. The gi-eat wil-

Ivivv-tree had caught and retained among its leaves a whole

uilai-act of water to be shaken down, at intervals, by the

frequent gusts of wind. All day long, and for a week

together, the rain was drip-dri})-dripping and splash-splash-

splashing from the eaves, and bubbling and foaming ijito

the tubs beneath the siwuts. The old, unpatnted shingles
of the house and out-buildings were black with moisture ;

and the iiiosses,^of ancient growth upon the walls, looked

green and fresh, as if they were the newest tLiugs and

after-thougljt of time. The usually mirrored^ surface of

the river was bhirred by an intinity of~rain=drops. The
whole landsc^^)e had a complettily water-soiikcd appear-
ance, conveying the impression that the earth was wet

through, like a six)nge; whUe the summit of a wooded hill,

about a mile distant, was enveloped in a dense mist, w here
the demon of the tempest seemed to have his abiding-

place, and to be plotting still direr inclemencies.

I*s^ature has no kindness—no hospitality
—during a rain.

In the fiercest heat of sunny days, she retains a secret

mercy, and welcomes the wayfarer to shady nooks of the

woods, whither the sun cannot penetrate. But she pro-
vides no shelter against her storms. It makes us shiver to

think of those deep, umbrageous recesses- -those over-

shadowing banks—where we found such enjoyment during
the sultry afternoons. Xot a twig of foliage there, but
would dash a little shower into our faces. Looking re-

proachfully towards the imjienetrable sky—if sky there be,
above that dismal uniformity of cloud—we are apt to mur-
mur against the whole system of the unive»-se ; since it

involves the extinction of so many summer days, in so

short a life, by the hissing and spluttering rain. In such

spells of weather—and it is to be sufipcsed, 8»ich weather
came—Eve's bovver in Paradise must have been but a
cheerless and aguisli kind of shelter; nowise comparable
to the old parsonage, which had resources of 'Xb '^wn, to
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, leguile the week's imprisonment. The idea of sleeping
on a c«>uch of wet roses i

Happy the man who, in a, rainy day, can betake lilmwell

to a huge gari-et, stored, like tliat cf the Manse, witli

lumber that each generation has left behind it, from a

period before the llevolution. Our garret was an arched

ball, dimly illuminated through small and dusty windows ;

it was but a twilight, at the best ; and there were nooks,
or rather caverns of deep obscurity, the secrets of which
I never learned, being too reverent of their dust and cob-

webs. The beams and rafters, roughly hewn, and with

Strips of bark still on them, and the rudo masonry of the

/~ chimneys, made the garret look wild and uncivilized; an

aspect unlike what was seen elsewhere, in the quiet and
decorous old house. But, on one side, there was a little

white-washed apartment which bore the traditionary title

of the Saint's chamber, because holy men, in their youth,
had slept, and studied, and prayed there. "With its ele-

vated retirement, its one window, its small fireplace, and
its closet, convenient for an oratory, it was the very spot
where a young man might inspire himself with solemn

enthusiasm, and cherish saintly^ream^ The occupants,
at various epochs had left brief records and speculations,
inscribed upon the walls. There, too, liung a tattered and
shriveled roll of canvas, which, ca insi)ection, proved to

be the forcibly wrought picture of a clergyman, in wig,
band, and gown, holding a bible in his hand. As I turned

his face toward the light, he eyed me with an air of

authority such as men of his profession seldom assume, in

our days. The original had been pastor of the parish
more than a century ago, a friend of "VVhitefield, and almost

his equal in fervid eloquence. I bowed before the effigy
of the dignified divine, and felt as if I had now mi't face

! to face with the ghost, by whom, iis tluu-c was reason to

\ aj)prehend, the Manse was haunted.

Houses of any antiquity, in New Iji^land, are so

invariably possessed with spirits, tliat the matter seems

liardly worth alluding to. Our ghost useil to heave deep

sighs in a particular corner of the parlor; and sonjetiuK s

rustled paper, as if he were turning over a sei-nion, in tiie

long upper entry ;
—where, nevertheless, he was iiivisihle,

/T \ in spite of the bright moonshine thatfi'Ii tiuough the east-

(lr"^\ern window. Not improbably, he wished me to edit uud

fy^^.^publieiU a selection from a chest full of manuscript discour-
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see, that stood in the garret. Once, while Hillard nad othes

fnends sat talking with us in the twilight, there came a

rustling noise, as of a minister's silk gown, sweeping

through the very midst of the company, so closely as

almost to brush against the chairs. Still, there was noth-

ing visible. A yet stranger business was that of a ghostly

servant-maid, who used to be heard in the kitchen, at

deepest midnight, grinding coffee, cooking, ironing—per-

forming, in short, all kinds of domestic labor—although no

_traces_of__anything accom[)Iished~~could be detectedthe
^^extZmorning". Some lieglected duty of herservitucle—

someilT-starched ministerial band—disturbed the poor
dstmsol in licr grave, and kept her to work without any
wages.
But to return from this digression. A part of my pred-

ecessor's library was stored in the garret ; no unfit

receptacle, indeed, for sucli-^^a^it£a§h as comprised the

greater number of volumes. The old books "would liave

been worth nothing at an auction. In Jljis .veneral)le gaj;-

rct, however, they possessed an interest quite apart from

their literary value, as heirlooms, mnnr ( f v.hicli had been
transmitted down through a scries of consecrated hands,
from the days c.f the m.ighty Puritan divines. Auto-

graphs of famous names were to bo seen, in faded ink, on
some of their fly-leaves ; and there were marginal obser-

vations, or interpolated pages closely covered with manu-

script, in illegible short-hand, perliaps concealing matter
of profound truth and wisdom. The world will never be
the better fcr it. A few of the books were Latin folios,

written by Catholic authors ; others demolished papistry
as with a sledge-hamracr, in plain English. A disserta-

tion ou the book cf Job-—which only Job himself could -

have had patience to read—filled at least a score of -

small, tliickset quartos, at the rate of two or three

volumes to a chapter. Then there was a vast folio llody
of Divinity ; too coqiulent a body, it might be feared,
to comprehend the spiritual element of religion. Vol-
umes of this form dated back two hundred years, or

more, and were generally bound in black leather, exhibit-

ing precisely such an appearance as we should attribute

to books of enchantment. Otliers equally antique, were
of a size proper to be carried in the large waistcoat

pockets of old times ; diminutive, but as black as their

bulkier brethren, and abundantly interfused with Greek
2
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and Latin quotations. These little old volumes impressed
me as if they had been intended for very large ones,
but had been unfortunately blighted at an early stage of
their growth.
The rain pattered upon the roof, and the sky gloomed

through the dusty garret windows ; while I burrowed

among these venerable books, in search of any living
thought, which should burn like a coal of fire, or glow

^^ like an inextinguishable gem, beneath the dead trumpery

.,,,.^

tiiat had long hidden it. But I found no such treasure ;

Lr\
I

all was dead alike ; and I could not but muse deeply and
91/

I
wonderingly upon the humiliating fact, that the works of

^ /man's intellect decay like those of his hands. Thought

^i.r7
g'"0W3 mouldy. V/hat was good and nourishing food for

the spirits of one generation, affords no sustenance for the
next. Books of rchgion, however, cannot be considered
a fair test of the enduring and vivacious properties of
human thought; because such books so seldom really
touch upon their ostensible subject, and have ther'ifore so

little business to be written at all. So long as an unlet-

tered soul can attain to saving grace, there would seem
to be no deadly error in holding theological libraries to be
accumulations cf, for the most part, stupendous imperti-
nence.

]\Iany of the boo!:s had accrued in the latter years of
the last clergyman's lifetime. These threatened to be of
even less interest than the elder works, a century hence,
to any curious inquirer who should then rummage tliem, as

I Wiis doing now. Volumes of the Liberal Treacher and
Christian Examiner, occasional sermons, controversial

pamplilets, tracts, and other productions of a like fugitive

nature, took the i)lacc of the thick and heavy volumes of

past time. In a physical jjoint of view, there was much llie

Fame difference as between a feather and a lump of h'ad ;

l.nt, intellectually regarded, the specific gravity of old and
new was about upon a par. Both, also, were alike frigiil.

J'lie elder books, nevertheless, seemed to have been

earnestly written, and might bo conceived to have pos-
sessed warmth at some former period; although, with
tiic lapse of time, the heated masses liad cooled down even
to the freezing point. Tlie^frigidiltyof the modern produc-
tions, on the other hand, was characteristic and inherent,
and evidently had little to do with the writers' (jualitiesof
raind aud heart. In fine, of this wiiole dustjr heap of
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^^^^
literati! 1-e, I tossed aside all the sacred pai^ and felt

myself none the less a Christian tcr~esclie\ving it. There

a(>peared no hope of cither mounting to the better world

on a Gothic staircase of ancient folios, or of flying
thither on the wings of a modern tract. ^\

Ts:nf]iing,_
_str}niorp. fn say, rPJilil\g.'L"'JX^Pj excepiLJffhat \ \y

had been written ior the passing day and year^without the U A
remotest pretension or idea of permanence. There were a A

'

few old newspa[)ei*s, and still older almanacs, which re-

produced, to my mental eye, tlie enochs when they had
issued from the prt^ss, with a distinctness ti;at was alto-

gethciMmaceountable. It was as if I had found bits of

Jookin i;-i;las3 among the hooks, with tlieimages of

a^vanished century \\\ thejn. I turned my eyes towards

the tattered picture, above-mentioned, and asked of the

austere divine, wherefore it was that he and his brethren,
after iho most painfr.1 rummarjing and groping into Iheif

minds, had been able_to_produce nothing half so real as

these 1 ncwsgfl^or ficribbler^ r.i:d almanac-makers had
4hrojm^^< in thfi-effcrvescence ofa moment. The portrait

rcspo idod not : so I sought an answer for Eiysclf. _Jt is

the^^e^jtselt that writes newspapers and almanacs, which
therefore have a distinct purpose and meaning at tha

ihne, and a hind ofiatelligiblo trut!i for all times ; where;is,

fiiQst other works—^being written by men who, ia the very
_act, set themselves apart from their age—are likely to

[lossess little significance when new, and none at all when
^!d. genius, indeed, mclta many ages into one, and thus

jelB^cts something permanent, yet stiil with a similarity of
office to that of the more ephemeral writer. A work^qf
rcnius is but the newsnspcr of a century, cr i^crcliance
(fa hundred centuries.

. Lightly as I have spoken of these old book?, there yet
lingers Avitli nic a superstitious reverence for literatuic of
all kinds. A bound volume has a charm in my eyes,
similar to what scraps of manuscript possess for the good .

Mussulman ; he imagines that those wind-wafted records /\
are perhaps hallowed by some sacred verse ; and I, that / ^

every new book, or antique one, may contain the *'
Open

Sesame"—the spell to disclpsfi_l£eaauccs, hidden ia some
unsuspiHtod cave of Trutlw Tims, it wius not without
sadness that I turned away fi-om the library of the Old
Manse.

Bl«&sed was the gunshin^ whea it came again, at th©
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close of another stormy day, beaming from the edge of

the western horizon ; while the massive firmament of

clouds threw down all the gloom it could, but served only
to kindle the golden light into a more brillitint glow, by
the strongly contrasted shadows. Heaven smiled at the

earth, long unseen from beneath its heavy eyelid. To-
morrow for the hilltops and the woodpaths !

Or it might be that Elleiy Channing came up the

avenue, to join me in a fishing excursion on tlie river.

Strange and happy times were those, when we cast aside

all irksome forms and sti-ait-laced habitudes, and delivered

oiu'sclves up to the free air, to live like the Indians or any
less conventional race, during one bright semicircle of the

pun. Rowing our boat against the current, between wide

meadows, we turned aside into the Assabcth. TA more

lonely stream than tliis, for a mile above its juncnonwith
the Concord, has never flowed on earth—nowhere, indeed ,

except _^o lave the iaterlor regions ot a
^o^t

jt's imagina-
tion, it 13 sheltered. Irom the breeze ty woods and a
hillside ; eo that elsewhere there might be a hurricane,
and here scarcely a ripple across the shaded water. The
current lingers along eo gently, that the mere force of the

boatffixin's will seems suiricient to propel his craft against
it. [It. comes flowing softly through the midmost privacy
and deepest heart of a wood, which whispers it to be quiet,
vhilo the etrcam whispers back again fiom. its sedgy
bordorgj as if river and wood were hushing one anolher to

sleep. Ycsj Iho river slee[)s aloP
fy

i^s fnui sef and th-eama

of the ^|-fy,^ind
nf (he. cdusteriiig Ibl iage ; amid whiehlall

showers of broken sunlight, imparting s[)ecks of vivid

cheerfulness, in contrast with the quiet depth of the pre-

vailing tint. Of all this sreiie, t'.io slumbering river had a
dr^un-picLuroTa its bosom. Nv lucli. alter Ull;' wus tlfe

tiiost real—-ihe pir.(i ii-<s or tlui original .''
—the ol^ ects palpa-

ble to ou^ gro/scr t 'iisrs, ()i' IllCll' upoLliotJlij in the stream

tTTTTeatli.'' C jJUI'Cly the TliwembodK'd images stand in closer

I
rTTniidu in TTie

Toul.} Ihit both ihri oiigiual anilTterMlfC-
ttr TO tin ideul cliarm ; and liad it been a thought
m*. 1 'C7)uld iiavo luncicd that lliu; river had strayed

forth TrnV of thc'TicIr sceiTeTv of 'nn'TonimTnoirs inner

woilj ;—^uiil)' lliC VLJililali'in nlOlig its hanks should then

have had an oriental cliaiactcr.

Gentle and unobtrusive as the river is, yet the tranquil

woodij eeero hardly satisfied to allow it passage. The
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trees are rooted on the very verge ot the water, and dip
their pendant branc'^es into it. At one spot, there is a

lofty bank, on the slope of which grow some hemlocks,

declining across the stream, with outstretched arms, as if

resolute to take the plunge. In other places, the banks

are almost on a level with the water; so that the quiet

congregation of trees set their feet in the flood, and are

fringed with foliage down to the surface. Cardinal flowers

kindle their spiral flames, and illuminate the dark nooks

among the shrubbery. The pond-lily grows abundantly

along the margin ; that delicious flower which, as Thoreau

tells me, opens its virgin bosom to the first sunlight, and

])eifects its being through the magic cf that genial kiss,

lie Las beheld beds of Uieui unfolding in due succession,

as (lie sunrise stole gi-adually from ilowor to flower; a

^i^ht not to be Iioped for,
unless when a. poet aJjusts LisX

'iiU\ard eye to a proper focua^ Y>itli the outward organ.

G?lipe-VU1{.M, here and there, twine themselves around

shrub and tree, and hang their clusters over the water,
within reach of the boatman's hand. Oftentimes, they
unite two trees of alien race in aa inextricable twine,
man ying the hemlock and the mapls agtiinst their wid,
and enriching them with a purple offspring, of which
neither is the parent. One of these ambitious parasites
has cUmbed into the upper branches of a tall white pine,
and is still ascending from bough to bough, unsatisfied,

till it shall crown the tree's airy summit with a wreath of

its broad foliage and a cluster of its grapes.
The winding course of the stream continually shut out

the scene behmd us, and revealed as calm and lovely a one
before. "We glided from depth to depth, and breathed
new seclusion at every turn. The shy kingfisher flew

from the withered branch close at hand, to another at a

distance, uttering a shrill cry of anger or alarm. Ducks—that had Ijeen floating there since the preceding eve—
were startled at our approach, and skimmed along the

g'lassy river, breaking its dark surface witli a bright
streak. The pickerel leaped from among the lily-pads.
The turtle, sunning itself upon a rock, or at the root of a

tree, slid suddenly into the water with a plunge. The

painted Indian, who paddled his canoe along the Assabeth
three hundred years ago, could hardly have seen a wilder

gentleness displayed ujjcn its banks, and reflected in its

bosom, than we did. \
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Nor could the same Indian have prepared his Jioontide

meal with more simplicity. We di-evv up our skiff at some

point where the over-archiug shade formed a natural

bower, and there kindled a lire with tlie pine-cones and

decayed branches that lay strewn plentifully around.

Soon the smoke ascended among the trees, impregnated
( with a savory incense, not heavy, dull, and surfeiting,

(
like the steam of cookery within doors, but sprightly and

{)iquant. The smell of our feast was akin to the wood-

land odors with which it mingled ; there was no sacrilege
committed by our intrusion there ; the sacred solitude was

hospitable, and granted us free leave to cook and eat, in

the recess that was at once cur kitchen and banqueting
I hall. It is strange what humble offices may be performed,
' in a beautiful scene, without destroying its poetry. Our

fire, red gleaming among the trees, and we beside it, busied

with culinary rites and spreading out our meal on a moss-

grown log, all seemed jj^iur.ison Avlih tlic river gliding l\y,

and the foliarre rusLling over us. And, what was strang-

est, neither did our mirth seem to distm-b the propriety of

the solemn woods; although the hobgoblins of tlie old

wilderness, and the will-of-the-wisps that glimmered in

the marshy places, might have come trooping to share our

table-talk, and have added tlicir shrill laughter to our

merriment. It was the very S])ot in which to utter the
^ cxtremest nonsense, or the prolbundest wisdom—or Uuit

ethereal product of the ii;ind which partakes of both, and

may become one or the other, iu correspondence with the^ (ailh and insi";ht of the auditor.

So, amid sunshine and shadow, rustling leaves, and sigh-

ing waters, up-gushed our talk, like the babble of a fc^un-

lain. The evanescent spray w;is EUery's ; and his, too,

tlie lumps of golden thought, that lay glinunerhig iu the

iounlaiu's bed, and brightened both our faces by the

^ .reflection. Conld he have drawn out tliat virgin gold,
i^\ ^j and .sdiniped it whJi the mint-mark that alone gives cur-

rency, the v,()rld might have liad the profit, and he the

fame'. IMy mind was the richer, merely by the knowlecTge
tl.at it was there. IJut the chief profit of those wild days,
I 'J him and me, lay—not in any definite idea—not in

any angular or ronnded truth, which we dug out of the

shapeless mass of problematical stuff—but in the freedom

which we thereby won from all custom and convention-

(' \| '^^^i 1^"^ fettering influeuces of man on man. We were
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80 free Unlay, that it was imi>ossible to be slaves again 1

to-monx)\v. When we crossed the threshold of the house,

or trod the thronged pavements of a city, still the leaves

of the trees that overhang the Assabeth, were whispering
tons—"Be free! Be free!" Therefore, along that

shady river bank, there are spots, marked_withaljeap of

ashes and half-consumed brands, only (fessacrc^n m^^_^^
remembrance than the hearth of a houseTioId tire. ___>

And yet liow sweet—as we floated lioiiicward a«lown

the golden river, at sunset—how sweet was it to retin-n

within the system^ of luinian sorietj, not ag to a dungeon ^
—

and a chain, but as to a stately tdilice, where we could go '^•^

forth at will into statelier simplicity ! How gently, too,

did the sight of the old Manse—best seen from the river,

overshadowed with its willow, and all environed about

with the foliage of its orchard and avenue—how gently ^_^
did its grey^i^ga^^aspect rebuke ^>'f

fipf;j^"^'VtiYft (^^tray^ y

a.ran<rs of tlie day! It had^rown sacred,y in connection 4—'

wiili ti.tj urtiticlap*lifc against which we inveighed ; Tt had I

been a
^^^Q^PTl^r many years, in spite of all ; it was jj^ I

jiotpp- too ; and, with these thoughts, it seemed to me I l

that all the "artifice and conventionalism of life was but an jr
impalpable tiiinness upon its surface, and that theoepth |

I

below was none the worse for it. Once as we turned our

boat to the bank, there was a cloud in the shape of an

immensely gigantic figure of a hound, couched above the

house, as if keeping guard over it. Gazing at this ^jmjKjl,
I prayed that the upper influences might long protect the/^«^
institutions that had grown out of the heart of mankind. ^^—.

If ever my readers should decide to give up civilized

IJfe^ cities, houses, and whatever moral or material enor- "1

mities, in addition to these, the pei-verted ingenuity of our -J
race has contrived,—let it be in the early autumn. Then
nature will love him better than at any other season, and
will take him to her bosom with a more motherly tender-

ness. I could scarcely endure the roof of the old house /

above me, in those first autumnal days. How early in

the summer, too, the prophecy of autumn comes !—earlier

in some years than in others,—sometimes even in the first

weeks of July. There is no other feehng like what is

caused by this faint, doubtful, yet real perception, if it be
not rather a foreboding, of the year's decay—so blessedly
sweet and sad, in the same breatli. Did I say that there was

DQ feeling like it ? Ah
;
but there is a half-acknowledged
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melancholy, like to tliis, when we stand in the perfected

vififor of our life, and feel that Time has now given us all

his fiowers, and that the next work of his never idle lin-

gers must be—to steal tliem, one by one, away !

1 liave foigolten whether the song of the cricket be not

as early a token of autumn's api)roach as any other ;
—

that song, which may be called an audible stillness ; for,

though very loud and Jieard afar, yet the mind does not

take note of it as a sound ; so completely is its individual

existence merged among the accompanying cliaracteristics

of the sea^on. Alas, for the pleasant summertime! In

August, the grass is still verdant on the hills and in the

valleys ; the foliage of the trees is as dense as ever, and
as green ; the fiowers gleam forth in richer abundance

along the margin of the river, and by the stone-walls, and

deep among the woods ; the days, too, are as fervid now
as they were a month ago ;— -and yet, in every breath of

wind, and in every beam of sunshine, we hear the whis-

pered farewell, and behold the parting smile, of a dear

friend. There is a coolness amid all the heat ; a mildness

in the blazing noon. Not a breeze can stir, but it thrills

us with the breath of autumn. A pensive glory is seen in

the far, golden gleams, among the shadows of the trees.

Tlie flowers—even the brightest of them, and they are

the most gorgeous of the year—have this gentle sadness

wedded to their pom)), and typify the character of the

delicious time, each within itself. Tlie brilliant Cardinal

lower has never seemed gay to me.
Still later in the season, Nature's tenderness waxes

stronger. It is impossible not to be fond of our Mother
now ; for she is so fond of us ! At other periods, she does

not make this impression on me, or only at rare intervals;

but, in those genial days of autuimi, when she has per-
fected her harvests, and accomplished every needful thing
that was given her to do, then she oveHlows with a blessed

superfluity of love. She has leisure to caress her children

now.
'

It is good to be alive, and at such times. Thank
heaven for breath!—yes, for mere breath!—when it is

made up of a heavenly breeze like this. It eomes with a
real kiss upon our cheeks ; it would linger fondly around

us, if it might ; but, since it must be gone, it embraces us

with its whole kiiully heart, and passes onward, to embrace
likewise the next thing that it meets. A blessing is thing

9ifW»d, and scattered fur and wide over the earth, to l>e
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gathered up by all who choose. I recline upon the still

unwithered grass, and whisper to myself:—"Oh, perfect

day !—Oh, beautiful world !—Oh, beneficent God !

" And
it is the promise of a blessed Eternity; for our Creator

would never have made such lovely days, and have given
us the deep hearts to enjoy them, above and beyond all

tiiought, unless we were meant to be immortal. This
sunshine is the golden pledge thereof. It beams through
the gates of Paradise, and shows us glimpses far inward.

By-and-by—in a little time—the outward world puts on
a drear austerity. On some October morning, there is a

heavy hoar-frost on the grass, and along the tops of the

fences ; and, at sunrise, the leaves fall from the trees of

our avenue without a breath of wind, quietly descending

by their own weight. All summer long, they have mur-
mured like the noise of waters ; they have roared loudly,
while the branches were wrestling with the thunder-gust ;

they have made music, both glad and solemn ; they have
attuned my thoughts by their quiet sound, as I paced to-

and-fro beneath the arch of intermingling boughs. Now,
they can only rustle under my feet. Henceforth, the grey
parsonage begins to assume a larger importance, and
draws to

its^Jiresidfi-^for
the abomination of the air-tight

stove is reserved till wintry weather—draws closer and
closer to itsjL^ajde. the vagrant impulses, that had gone
wandering about, through the summer.

"When summer was dead and buried, the old Manse be-

came as lonely as a hermitage. Not that ever—in my
time, at least—it had been thronged with company. But,
at no rare intervals, we welcomed some friend out of the

dusty glare and tumult of the world, and rejoiced to share
with him the trnnspnrpnt nhgpinnty

flmf Tina flnnt;nti> n^fW
jis. In one respect, our precincts were like the EnchantedV

Ground, through which the pilgrim travelled on his way
to the Celestial City. The guests, each and all, felt a

slumberous influence upon them ; they feel asleep in chairs,
or took a more deliberate siesta on the sofa ; or were seen
stretched among the shadows of the orchard, looking up
dreamily through the boughs. They could not have paid
a more acceptable complir.xnt tg my abode, nor to my own ^-r_;

qualities as a host. I held it as a proof that they left their i^
cares behind tliem, as they passed between the stone gate- '^,

'

^sls, at the entrance of our avenue ; and that the so -^ '~

powerful opiate was the abundance of peace aud quiet with-
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jj) in and all around us. Others could give them pleasure

I
and amusement, or instruction—these could be picked, up

j anywhere
—but it was for me to give them rest*

^ Kest, in a

[_life of trouble! What better could be done for those

weary and world-worn spirits?—for him, whose career of

perpetual action was impeded and harassed by the rarest

of his powers, and the richest of his acquirements?—for

anotlier, who had thrown his ardent heart, from earliest

youth, into the strife of politics, and now, perchance, began

.Q.
to suspect that one lifetime is too brief 'or the accompiish-

,^ ment of any lofty aim?—for her, on whose feminine nature

had been imposed the heavy gift of int lecfual power, such

as a strong man niiglit have staggered und*r, and with it

the necessity to act upon the world?—In a word, not to

multiply instances, what better could be done foranybody,
who came within our magic circle, than to throw the spell
of a.magic spiiitajver him? And when it had wrought its

full effect, then we dismissed him, with but misty reminis-

cences, as it he had been dreaming of us.
' Were I to adopt a pet idea, as so many people do, and
'

fondle it in my embiaces to the exclusion of all others, it

would be, that the great Avantw.hich mankind hibors under,
at this present period, is-i^leepj!

The world should

recline its vast head on the jftrSt convenient pillow, and

take an age-long nap. It has gone distracted, througli a
' morbid activity, and, while preteruatu rally wide-awake, is

nevertheless tormented by vision?, that seem real to it now,
'

but would assume their true aspect and character, v;ere all

\ things once set right by an interval of sound repose. Th.is

is the only method of getting rid of old delusions, and

avoiding new ones—of regenerating our race, so that it

might in d.uc time awake, as an infant out of dewy slumhet
—of restoring to us the simple perception of what is right,

and the single-hearted desire to achieve it ; both of which

(J ]

have long been lost, in consequence ofUhis weary activity of

A J brain, and torpor or pa*>sion of the heart, that now alllict the

*viJ^ universev Stimulants, the only mode of treatment liitherfo

attempted, cannot quell the disease ; they do but heighten
the delirium.

Let not the above paragraph ever be quoted agjiinst tlie

author; for, though tinc^tured with its modicum of truth, it

is the result and expression of what he knew, while hewns

writing it, to be but a distorted survey of the state and

prospects of mankind. There were circumstances around

3)

i!^
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tne, which made it diflScult to view the world precisely ay
it exists ; for, severe and sober as was the old Manse, it

was necessary to go but a little way beyond its threshold,

before meeting with stranger moial shiipes of men than

might have been encountered elsewhere, in a circuit of a

thousand miles.

These hobgoblins of flesh and blood were attracted

thither by the wide-spreading influence of a great original

Thinker, who had his earthly abode at the opposite ex

tremity of our village. His mind acted upon other mimbi,

of a certtiin constitution, with wonderful magnetism, and

drew many men upon long pilgrimages, to speak with hiri)

face to face. Young visionaries—to whom just so much
of insight had been imparted, as to make life all a labyrinth
around them—came to seek the clue that should guide
them out of 1 heir self-involved be^vilde^neut. Grey-headed
theorists—whose systems, at first air, had finally imprisoned
them in an iron frame-work—travelled painfully, to his

door, not to ask deliverance, but to invite the 'free spirit

into their own thraldom. People that had lighted on a

new thought, or a thought that they fancied new, came to

Emerion, as the finder of a glittering gem hastens to a lapi-

dary, to ascertiiin its quality and value. Uncenain,

troubled, earnest wanderers, through the midnight of the

moral world, beheld his intellectual fire, as a beacon burn-

ing on a hill-top, and climbing the diflicult ascent, looked

forth into the surrounding obscurity, more hopefully than

hitlierto. The light revealed objects unseen before—
mountains, gleaming lakes, glimpses of a creation among
the chaos—but also, as was unavoidable, it attracted bats

and owls, and the whole host of night-birds, which flopped
their dusky wuigs against the gazer's eyes, and sometimes

were mistaken for fowls of angelic feather. Such delu-

sions always hover nigh, w herever a beacon fire of truth is

kindled.
'^^

For myself, there had been epochs of my life, when I,

too, migiit liave asked of this prophet the master-word *^
that should solve me the riddle of the universe. But npw,

being happy, I felt as if there were no question to be put,
and therelbre admired Emerson as a poet of deep beauty
and austere tenderness, but sought nothing from him as a

philosopher. It was good, nevertheless, to meet him in

the wood-paths, or sometimes in our avenue, with that

pure, intellectual gleam dili'used about his presence, like

%j
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the garment of a sliining one ; and be eo quiet, so sknpio,

BO without pretension, encountering each maa alive as if

expecting to receive more than he could impart. And« io

*ir truth, tlie heart of many an ordinary man had, perchance,

inflcriptions which he could not read. But it wa«s impo?-
Bible to dwell in his vicinity, without inhaliag, more ui

less, the mountain atmosphere of his lofty thought, which,

in the brauis of some people, wrought a singular giddiness

new truth being aa heady as new wine. Never was a

poor little country village infested with such a variety of

i queer, strangely dressed, oddly behaved mortals, most of

( whom took upon themselves to be important agents of the

world's destiny, yet were simply bores, of a very intense

water. Such, I imagine, is the invariable character of

persons who crowd so closely about an original thinker, as

to draw in his unuttered breath, and thus become imbued

with a false originality. This triteness of novelty is enough
to make any man, of common sense, blaspheme at all idv-as

of less than a century's sUmding ; and pray that the world

may be petrified and rendered immovable, in precisely the

worst moral and physical elate that it ever yet ai rived at,

rather than be benefited such schemes of such plii-

losophers.

\
j

And now, I begin to feel—and perhaps shotild have

I

i sooner felt—that we have talked enough of the 0\A llanse.

( (
Mine honored reader, it may be, will vilify the poor author

as an egotist, for babbling through so many pages about a

] nioss-giown country parsonage, and his life within its walls,

and on the river, and in the woods,—and the influences that

wronglit upon him, fi-om all these sources. My conscience,
! however, <loe8 not reproach me with betraj-ing anything too
'

sacredly uuiividual to be revealed by a human spirit to its

bi other or sister spirit. How narrow—how shallow and

ficantj too—is the stream of thought that has been llowing
from my pen, compared with the broad tide of dim emo-

tH>u:/i, ideas and a»suciutions, which swell around me from

jjiat^iriiMn of my ex^sterice 1 How little ha\e I told!—
and of that little, how afmost nothing is even tinctured

with any quality that makes it exclusively my own! IJas

\ the reader gone wandering, hand in liund with me, through
I the inner passages of my being, and have we groped U>-

I gether into all its chumbgrs, and examined their treasures

I
or their rubbish? Not Bit. Wo have been standing on

the (j^reen swiuii, but iust within tho cavem't« naouth. where
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tbe common sunshine is free to penetrate, and where every

footstep is therefore free to come. I have appealed to no
sentiment or sensibilities, save such as are diH'used among
lis all. So far as I am a man ofreally individual attributes,

i^. veil ,my face ; nor am I, nor have I ever been, one of

those supremely hospitable f>eople, who serve up their own
hearts delicately fried, with brain-sauce, as a tidbit for

their beloved public.

Glancing back over what. I have written, it seems but

the scattered reminiscences of a single summer. In fairy-

land, there is no measurement of_time ; and, in a spot so

sheltered from the turmoil oflife's oceaoi three years liasten

away with a noiseless flight, as the breezy sunshine chases

the cloud-shadows across the depths of a still valley. Now
came hints, growing more and more distinct, that the

owner of the old house was pining for his native air.

Carpenters next appeared, making a tremendous racket

among the outbuildings, strewing green gi-ass with pine-

shavings and chips of chestnut joists, and vexing the whole

antiquity of the place with their discordant rtnovations.

Soon, moreover, they divested our abode of th^^eil of

•^podbine which had crept over a large portion of its

southern face. All tli<^ged mosses were cleared unspar-

ingly away; and there were horrible whispers about

brushing up the external walls with a coat of paint—a

purpose as little to ray taste as might be that of rouging
the venerable cheeks of one's grandmother. But_the_hand
that renovates isalways^ore sacrilegioua.ihan tl»at which

destroys." In h'neTwe gathered up our household goods,
drank a farewell cup of tea in our pleasant little breakfast-

room—delicately fragrant tea, an unpurchasable luxury,
one of the many angel-gifts that had fallen like dew upon
us—and passed forth between the tall stone gate-posts, as

juncertain as the wandering Arabs where our tent might
next be pitched. Providence took me by the hand, and—
an oddity of dispensation wJ.iich, I trust, there is no irrev-

erence in smiling at—lias led me, as the newspapers
announce while I am writing, from the Old Manse into a
Custom-House ! As a storyteller I have often contrived

strange vicissitudes for my imaginary personages, but none
like this.

The treasure of intellectual gold, which I had fioped to

find'in our secluded dwelling, had never come to light.
No profound treatiss gf ethics—no philosophic history—no

\
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novel, even, that could stand unsupported on its edge?—.

all that I had to show, as a man of letters, were those few

tales and essays, which had blossomed out like flowers in

^
the calm summer of my heart and mind. Save editing

(an easy task) the journal of my friend of* many years, tlie

I

African Cruiser, 1 luid done nothing else. With these

'(
idle weeds and witheiing blossoms, I have intermixed

some tliat were produced long ago—old, faded
things,

reminding me of flowers pressed between tlie leaves of a

book—and now offer tlio bouquet, such as it is, to any
wliom it may please. These fitful sketches, with so Iitth3

of external life about them, yet claiming no profundity of

purjx)se,—so reserved, even while they sometimes seem so

frank,—often but half in earnest, and never, when most

so, expressing satisfactorily the thoughts which they pro-
fess to image—such trifles, I truly feel, afford no solid

basis for a literary reputation. Nevertheless, the public
—•

if my limited number cf readers, whom I venture to

regard ratlier as a circle of friends, may be termed a

public
—Avill receive them the more kindly, as the last

offering, the last collection of this nature, wiiich it is my
^ purpose ever to put forth. Unless I could do better, I hav(i

done enough, in this kind. For myself, the book will

always retain 0:10 charm, as reminding me of the river,

_. with its delightful solitudes, and of the avenue, the garden
and tlie orchard, Jiiid especially the dear Old Manse, with

t'lo liltlc study oil ils western side, ami the sunshine glim-

mering through the willow-hranehes, while 1 wrote.

Let the reader, if ho will do me so much honor, imagine
himself my guest, and that, having seen wliatever may be

worthy of notice, within and about the Old Manse, he has

finally been ushered into my study. There, after sealing

him in an juitiijufijelliOLffi-cl«iir, an heir-loom of the house,

I take forth a roll of manuscri[)t, and entreat his attentieii

to the following talcs:—an net of personal inhospilalify,

liowever, which I never was guiltj of, nor ever will be,

even to mj worst euexny.
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Ik the latter part of the hist century, there lived a man rf

science—an eminent proficient in every branch of natural

pliilosophy
—who, not long before our story opens, had

made experience of a^spiritual affinity, more attractive

tiian any chemical onje. He had left his laboratory to the

care of an assistant, cleared his fine countenance from the

fiirnace-smoke^waslied the stain of acids from his fingei-s,

and persuaded a^
beautiful woman to become his wife. In

those days, wjkmi the comparatively recent discovery of

electricity, and other kindred mysteries of nature, seemed
to open paths into the region of miracle, it was not unusual

for th^love of science to rival the love of woman, in its

depth ahd absorbing energ^T"^
The higher intellect, the

imagination, the spirit, and even the heart, might all find

their congenial aliment in pursuits which, as some of their

ardent votaries believed, would ascend from one step of

powerful intelligence to another, until the philosopher
should lay his hand on the secret of creative force, and

perhaps make new worlds for himself. TVe know not

ft'hether Aylmer possessed this degree of faith in man's
iltimate control over nature. He had devoted himself,

lowever, too unreservedly to scientific studies, ever to be
.veaned from them by any second passion. His love for

lis young wife might prove the stronger of the two; but

t could only be by intertwining itself with his love of

•cience, and uniting the strength of the latter to its own.

^uch an union accordingly took place, and was attended

vitli tridy remarkable consequencesPhnd a deeply impres-
ive moral. One day, very soon after their marriage,

Vylmer sat gazing at his wife, with a trouble in his coun- , . y^
jnance that grew stronger, untU he spoke. {/y^K^"^

'^^ '

f

Georgiana," said he,
" has it never occurred to yoa e^^

^^

hat the mark upon your cheek might be removed?" ^^
"No, indeed," said she, smiling; but perceiving the ser- M^

>usness of his manner, she blushed deeply.
*' To tell you

le truth, it has been so often called c charm, that I was

imple enough to imagine it might be so."

Ah, upon another face, perhaps it might," replied her

usband. " But never on yours ! No, dearest Georgiana,
ou came so nearly perfect from the hand of Nature, that \'

lis slighest possible defect—which we hesitate whether to A'^

SI
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term a defect cr a. beauty—shocks me, as being the visible

mark of earthly imperfection."
" Sliocks you, my liusband !

"
cried Georgiana, deeply

hurt ; at first reddening with momentary angei-, but then

bursting into tears. " Then why did you take me from

my mother's side? You cannot love what shocks you!
"

To explain this conversation, it must be mentioned, that,

in the centre of Georgiana's left cheek, there was a singu-

lar mark, deeply interwoven, as it were, with the texture

and substance of her face. In the usual state of her com-

plexion,
—a healthy, though delicate bloom,—the mark

wore a tint of deeper crimson, wiiich imperfectly defined

its shape amid the surrounding rosiness. When she

blushed, it gradually became more indistinct, and finally

vanished amid the triumphant rush of blood, that bathed

the whole cheek with its brilliant glow. But, if any

shifting emotion caused her to turn pale, there was the

mark again, a crimson stain upon tlie snow, in what Ayl-
mar sometimes deemed an almost fearful distinctness. Its

shape bore not a little similarity to the human hand,

though of the smallest pigmy size. Georgiana's lovers

were wont to say, that some fairy, at her birth-hour, had

laid her tiny hand upon the infant's cheek, and left this

impress there, in token of the magic endowments that

were to give her such sway over all hearts. Many a des-

perate swain would have risked life for tlie privilege of

pressing his lips to the mysterious hand. It must not be

concealed, however, that the impression wrought by this

fairy sign-manual varied exceedingly, according to tlie dif-

ference of temperament in the beholders. Some fastidious

persons—but they were exclusively of her own sex—
affirmed that the Bloody Hand, as tliey chose to call it,

quite destroyed the effect of Georgiana's beauty, and ren-

dered her countenance even hideous. But it would be as

reasonable to say, that one of those small blue stains,

which sometimes occur in the purest statuary marble,
would convert the Eve of Powers to a monster. Mascu-

line observers, if the birth-mark did not heighten their

admiration, contented themselves with wishing it away,
that the world uiiglit possess one living specimen of ideal

loveliness, witiiout the semblance of a fiaw. After his

marriag(!—fi)r he thought little or nothing of the matter

before—Aylmer discovered that this was the case with

iiimself.
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Had she been less beautiful—if Envy's self could hav«

found aught else to sneer at—be might have felt his affec-

tion heightened by the pretthiess of this mimic hand, i^ow

vaguely portrayed, now lost, now stealing forth again, and

glimmering to-mid-fro with every pulse of emotion that

throbbed within her heait. But, seeing her otherwise so

perfect, he found this one defect grow more and more

intolerable, with every moment of their united lives. It

was the fatal flaw of humanity, which Nature, in one

shape or another, stamps meffaceably on all her pimluc-

tions, either to imply that they are temjjoraiy imd finite,

or tliat their perfection must be wrought by toil and pain.
The Crimson Himd expressed the ineludiole gripe, in

which mortality clutches the highest and purest of earthly

mould, degrading them into kindred with the lowest, and
even with the very brutes, like whom their visible frames

return to dust. "In this manner, selecting it as the symbol-
of his wife's liability to sin, sorrow, decay, and death, Ayl-]\
mer's sombre imagination was not long in rendering tlie

'-^

birth-mark a friglitful object, causing him more trouble

and horror tlian ever Georgiana's beauty, whether of souf'

or sense, had given him delight.
At all the seasons Avhich should have been their happi

est, he invai-iably, and without intsnding it—nay, in spite
of a purpose to the contraiy—reverted to this one disas-

trous topic Trifling as it at fii*st appeared, it so coimected

hself with innumerable trains of thought, and modes of

feeling, that it became tlie central point of all. With the

morning twilight, Aylmer opened his eyes upon his wife's

face, and rec jgnized the symbol of imperfection ; and when

they sat tog' :ther at the evening hearth, his eyes wandered

stealtliily to her cheek, and beheld, flickeiing with the

blaze of the wood fire, the spectral Hand tliat wrote mor-

tality where he would fain have worshipped. Georgiana
soon learned to shudder at his gaze. It needed but a

glance, with the peculiar expression that his face often

wore, to chanfre the roses of her cheek into a deathlike

paleness, amid which the Crimson Hand was brought
strongly out, like a bas-relief of ruby on the whitest mar-
ble.

Late, one night, when the lights were growing dim, so

as hardly to betray the stain on the poor wife's cheek, she

herself, for the first time, voluntarily took up the subject
** Do you remember, my dear Aylmer," said she, with

6
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a feeble attempt at a smile—" have you any reooHectioa

of a dream, last night, about this odious Hand?"
"None!—none whatever I

"
replied Aylmer, starting;

but then he added in a dry, cold tone, affected for the sake

of concealing the real depth of his emotion :—'< I might
well dream of it ; for, before I fell asleep, it had taken a

pretty firm hold of my fancy."
" And you did dream of it," continued Georgiana, has-

tily ; for she dreaded lest a gush of tears should interrupt
what she had to say—"A terrible dream ! I wonder that

you can forget it. Is it possible to forget this one exprcs-
gion ?—* It is in her heart now—we must have it out 1 '—
Reflect, my husband; for by all means I would have you
recall that dream."
The mind is in a sad state, Avhen Sleep, the all-involv-

ing, can not confine her spectres within the dim region of

her sway, but suffers them to break forth, affrighting this

actual life with secrets that perchance belong to a deeper
one. Aylmer now remembered his dream. He had fan-

cied himself, with his servant Aminadab, attempting an

operation for the removal of the birth-mark. But the

deeper went the knife, the deeper sank the Hand, until at

length its tiny grasp appeared to have caught hold of

Georgiana's heart; whence, however, her husband was

inexorably resolved to cut or wrench it away.
When the dream had shaped itself perfectly in his mem-

ory, Aylmer sat in his wife's presence with a guilty feel-

ing. Truth often finds its way to the mind close-mufHed

in robes of sleep, and then speaks with uncompromising
directness of matters iu regard to which we practice an
unconscious self-deception, during our waking moments.
Until now, he had not been aware of the tyrannizing influ-

ence acquired by one idea over his mind, and of the

lengths which he might find in his heart to go, for the

sake of giving himself peace.

"Aylmer," resumed Georgiana, solemnly, "I know not

what may be the cost to bolli of us, to rid me of this fatid

birth-mark. Perhaps its removal may cause cureless

deformity. Or, it may be, the stain goes as deep as life

itself. Again, do we know tliat there is a possibility, on

any terms, of unchisping the firm gripe of this little Hand,
which was laid upon me before I came into the world ?

"

** Dearest Georgiana, I have spent much thought upon
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the subject," hastily interrupted Aylmer—" I am con.

vinced of the perfect practicability of its removah"
"If there be the remotest possibility of it," continued

Georgiana,
"• let the attempt be made, at whatever risk.

Danger is nothuig to me ; for life—while this hateful mark
makes me the object of your horror and disgust—life is a
burthen which I would fling down with joy. Either

remove this dreadful Hand, or take my wretched life!

You have deep science ! All tlie woild bears witness of

it. You have achieved great wonders ! Cannot you
remove tliis little, little mark, which I cover with the tips

of two small fingers ! Is tliis beyond your power, for the

sake of your own peace, and to save your poor wife from
madness ?

"

"Noblest—dearest—tenderest wife!" cried Aylmer,
rapturously.

" Doubt not my power. I have aJready

given this matter the deepest thought—thought which

might almost have enlightened me to create a being less

perfect than yourself. Georgiana, you have led me deeper
than ever into the heart of science. I feel myself fully

competent to render this dear cheek as faultless as its

fellow ; and then, most beloved, what will be my triumph,
when I shall have corrected what Nature left im^>erfect,
in her fairest work ! Even Pygmalion, when hia sculp-
tured woman assumed life, felt not greater ecstasy than

mine will be."
" It is resolved, then," said Georgiana, faintly smiling,—"
And, Aylmer, spare me not, though you shoujd find

the birth-mark take refuge in my heart at last."

Her husband tenderly kissed her cheek—her right
cheek—not that which bore the impress of the Crimson
Hand.

Tlie next day, Aylmer apprised his wife of a plan tha*

he had formed, whereby he might have opportunity for the

intense thought and constant watchfulness which the pro-

posed operation would require ; while Georgiana, likewuse,

would enjoy the perfect rejiose essential to its success.

Tliey were to seclude themselves in fhe extensive apart-
ments occupied by Aylmer as a laboratory', and where,

during liis toilsome youth, he had made discoveries in the

elemental powers of nature, that had roused the admiration

of all the learned societies in Europe, Seated calmly in

this laboratory, the pale philosopher had investigated the

•ecrets of the
highest cloud-region, and of the profoundest
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mines; he had satisfied himself of the causes that kindled

and kept alive the fires of the volcano ; and had explained
the mystery of fountains, and how it is that they gush
forth, some so bright and pure, and others with such rich

medicinal virtues, from the dark bosom of the earfh.

Here, loo, at an earlier period, he had studied the wonders

of the human frame, and attempted to fathom the very

process by which Nature assimilates all her precious
influences from earth and air, and from the spiritual world,
to create and foster Man, her master-piece. The hitter

pursuit, however, Aylmer had long laid aside, in unwilling

recognition of the truth, against which all seekers sooner

or later stumble, that our great creative Mother, whde she

amuses us with appai'cntly working in the broadest sun-

shine, is yet severely careful to keep her own secrets, and,

in spite of her pretended openness, shows us nothing but

results. She permits us indeed to mar, but seUlom to

mend, and, like a jealous patentee, on no account to make.

iNow, however, Aylmer resumed these half-forgotten

investigations ; not, of course, with such hopes or wishes

as first suggested them ;
but because they involved much

physiological truth, and lay in the path of his proposed
sclicme for the treatment of Georgiana.
As he led her over the thresiiold of the laboratoryf

Georgiana was cold and tremulous. Aylmer lookec)

clieerfully into her face, with intent to reassure her, hut

was so startled with the intense glow of the birth-nuirk

upon the whiteness of her cheek, that he could not restrain

a strong convulsive shudder. His wife fainted.

"Aminadab! Aminadab !
" shouted Aylmer, stamping

violently on the floor.

Fortliwith, there issued from an inner apartment a man
of low stature, but bulky frame, with shaggy hair hanging
about his visage, wlvich w.as grimed with the vapors of the

furnace. This [lersonage had been Aylmer's unilcr-worker

during his whole scientific career, and was admirably fitted

for tliat oifice by his great meclianical readiness, and the

skill witli which, while incapable of comprehending
a single ])rinciple, he executed all the practical details of

liis master's experiments. AVith his vast strength, his

ehaggy hair, his smoky as[)ect, and the indescribable earthi-

ness that encrusted him, he seemed to represent man's

phj'sjc/ftl Dfiture ; while Aylmer's slender figure, »nd j)ale»
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intellectual face, were no less apt a type of the spiritual

element.
" Throw open the door of the boudoir, Aminadab," said

Aylmer, "and burn a pastille."
" Yes, master," answered Aminadab, looking intently

at the lifeless form of Georgiana ; and tlien he muttered to

himself.—" If she wei-e my wife, I'd never part with that

birth-mark."

When Georgiana recovered consciousness, she found her-

self breathing an atmosphere of penetrating fragrance, the

gentle potency of which had recalled her from her death-

like faintness. The scene around her looked like encliant-

ment. Aylmer had converted those smoky, dingy, sombre
rooms, whei-e he had si>ent his brightest years in recondite

pursuits, into a series of beautiful a[)artments, not unfit

to be the secluded abode of a lovely woman. The
walls were hung with gorgeous curtains, which im-

parted the combination of grandeur and grace, that

no other species of adornment can achieve ; and as they
fell from tlie ceiling to the floor, their rich and pon-
derous folds, concealing all angles and straight lines, ap-

peared to shut in the scene from infinite space. For aught
Georgisma knew, it might be a pavilion among the clouds.

And Aylmer, excluding the sunshine, which would have
interfered with his chemical processes, had supplied its

place witli perfumed lamps, emitting flames of various hue,
but all uniting in a soft, empurpled radiance. He now
knelt by his wife's side, watching her earnestly, but with-

out alarm ; for he was confident in his science, £.ad felt

that he could draw a magic circle round her, within which
no evil might intrude.

" Where am I ?—Ah, I remember !
"

said Georgiana,
faintly ; and she placed her hand over her cheek, to hide

the terrible mark from her husband's eyes. .

" Fear not, dearest !

" exclaimed he. " Do not shrink /

from me! Believe me, Georgiana, I even rejoice in thia^tT*

sing.e imperfection, since it will be such a rapture to 1

remove it."

"Oh, spare me!" sadly replied his wife. "Pray do
not look at it again. I never can forget that convulsive

shudder."

In order to soothe Georgiana, and, as it were, to release

her mind from the burthen of actual things, Aylmer now

put in practice some of the light and playful secrets which
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Bcience hafl taught him among its profounder lore. Aiiy
figures, absolutely bodiless \dea», and forms of unsubstan-

tial beauty, came and dsmced before her, imprinting their

momentary footsteps on beams of light. Thougli she had
some indistinct idea of the method of these opticid phe-
nomena, still the illusion was almost perfect enough to

warmnt the belitf that her husband possessed sway over

the spiritual world. Then again, when she felt a wish to

look forth from her seclusion, immediately, as if her

thoughts wei'e answered, the procession of external exist-

ence flitted across a screen. The scenery and the figures
of actual life were perfectly represented, but with that be-

witching, yet indescribable difference, which always makes
a piclure, an image, or a shadow, so much more attractive

than tiie original. When wearied of this, Aylmer bade

her cast her eyes upon a vessel, containing a quantity of

earth. She did so, with little interest at first, but was
soon startled, to perceive the germ of a plant, shooting

upward from the soil. Then came the slender sttilk—the

leaves gi-adually unfolded themselves—and amid them was
a perfect and lovely flower.

" It is magical !

"
cried Georgiana,

" I dare not touch it."

"
Nay, pluck it," answered Aylmer,

"
pluck it, and

inhale its brief perfume while you may. The flower will

wither in a few moments, and leave nothing save its bi'own

seed-vessels—but thence may be perpetuated a race aa

ephemeral as itself."

But Georgiana had no sooner touched the flower than

the whole plant suffered a blight, its leaves turning coal-

black, as if by the agency of fire.

"There was too powerful a stimulus," said Aylmer,
thoughtfully.
To make up for this abortive experiment, he proposed

to take her portrait by a scientific process of his own
invention. It was to be effected by rays of light striking

u|M)n a polished plate of metal. Georgiana assented—
but, on looking at tlie result, was affrighted to find the

fcatuivs of th(i portrait blurred and indefinable; while the

miinite figure of a hand appeared where the cheek should

have been. Aylmer siuitched the metallic plate, and
tlirew it into a jar of corrosive acid.

Soon, however, he forgot these mortifying failures. In

the intervals of study and chemical experiment, he came
to her, flushed and exluiusted, but seemed invigorated by
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her presence, and spoke in glowing language of the

resources oi' his art. He gave a history of the long

dynasty of the Alchemists, who spent so many ages in

quest of the universal solvent, by wliich the Golden Prin-

ciple might be elicited from all things vile and l>ase.

Aylmer appeared to believe, that, by the plainest scientific

logic, it was altogether within the limits of possibility to

discover this long-sought medium ; but, he added, a pliil-

osopher who should go deep enough to acquire the power,
would attain too lofty a wisdom to stoop to the exercise

of it. Not less singular were his opinions in regard to

the Elixir Yitae. He more than intimated, that it was ai

his option to concoct a liquid that should prolorig life for

yeai-s—perhaps interminably—^but that it would produce
a discord in nature, which all the world, and chiefly the

quaffer of the immortal nostrum, would find cause to curse.
*'
Aylmer, are you in earnest?" asked Georgiana, look-

ing at him with amazement and fear; "it is terrible to

possess such power, or even to dream of possessing it!
"

"
Oh, do not tremble, my love !

"
said her husband,

" I

would not wrong either you or myself, by working such
inharmonious effects upon our lives. But I would have

you consider how trifling, in comparison, is the skill

requisite to remove this little Hand."
At the mention of the birth-mark, Georgiana, as usual,

shrank, as if a red-hot iron had touched her cheek.

Again Aylmer applied himself to his labors. She could
hear his voice in the distant furnace-room, giving direc-

tions to Aminadub, whose harsh, uncouth, misshapen tones

were audible in response, more like the grunt or growl of
a brute than human speech. After hours of absence,

Aylmer re-appeared, and proposed that she should now
examine his cabinet of chemical products, and natural

treasures of the earth. Among the former he showed her
a small vial, in wliich, he remarked, was contained a gen-
tle yet most powerful fi-agrance, capable of impregnating
all the breezes that blow across a kingdom. They were
of inestimable value, the contents of that little vial ; and,
as he stiid so, he threw some of the perfume into the air,

and filled the room with piercing and invigorating delight.
"And what is this?" a^ked Georgiana, pointing to a

small crystal globe, containing a gold-colored liquid.
** It

is so beautiful to the eye, that I could imagine it the
Eliiir (rf l4fe."
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*' In one sense it is," replied Aylmer,
" or rather th©

Elixir of Immortality. It is the most precious poison
that ever was concocted in this world. By its aid, I could

apportion the life-time of any mortal at whom you might

point your finger. The strength of the dose would deter-

mine whether he were to linger out years, or drop dead in

the midst of a breath. Ko king, on his guarded throne,
could keep his life, if I, in my private station, sliould

deem that the welfare of millions justified me in depriving
Wm of it."

"
Wliy do you keep such a terriific drug ?

"
inquired

Georgiana in horror.
" Do not mistrust nie, dearest !

"
said her husband,

smiling; "its virtuous potency is yet greater than its

haimful one. But, see ! here is a powerful cosmetic.

With a few drops of this, in a vase of water, freckles may
be washed awny as easily as the hands are cleansed. A
stronger infusion would take tlic blood out of the cheek,
and leave the rosiest beauty a pale ghost."

"Is it with this lotion that yon intend to bathe my
cheek?" asked Georgiana, anxiously.

"Oh, no!" hastily replied her husband,—"this is

merely 6U[)erficial. Your case demands u remedy that

shall go deei)er."
In his interviews with Georgiana, Aylmer generally

made minute inquiries as to her sensations, and whether

the confinement of the rooms, and the temi)crature of the

atmosphere, agreed with her. These questions had such

a particular drift, that Georgiana began to e()iij<'etui-e that

phe was already subjected to certain physical intluences,

either brcatlied in with the fragrant air, or taken with her

food. She fancied, likewise—but it might be altogether

fancy—that there was a stirring up of her system : a

strange, indefinite sensation creeping through her veins,

and tingling, lialf-y)ainfnlly, half-j)leasurably, at her heart.

Still, whenever t^lie dnred to look into the mirror, there

slie belield herself, ])iil(!
as a white rose, and with the

crimson birth-mark stamped upon her cheek. Kot even

Aylmer now hatcMl it so nuu-.h as siie.

To dispel llie tedium of the hours which her liHvsband

found it necessary to devote to tiie |)rocesses oi combina-

tion and analysis, Georgiana turned over the volumes of

his scientific library. In many dark old tomes, she met

with chaptei-s full of it>uuinue mid ^etry. They were th?
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works of the philosophers erf the middle ages, such as

Albeitus Magnus, Cornelius Agrippa, Paracelsus, and the

famous friar who created the prophetic Brazen Head. All
these antique naturalists stood in advance of their cen-

turies, yet were imbur.d with some of their credulity, and
therrfore were believed, and perhaps imagined themselves,
to have acquired from the investigation of nature a power
above nature, and from physics a sway over the spiritual
world. Hardly less curious and imaginative were the

early volumes of the Transactions of the Royal Society, in

which the members, knowing little of the limits of natural

possibility, were continually recording wonders, or pro-

posing methods whereby wonders might be wrought.
But, to Georgiana, the most engrossing volume was a

large folio from her husband's own hand, in which lie had
recorded every experiment of his scientific career, with its

original aim, the methods adopted for its development,
and its final success or failure, with the circumstances to
which either event was attributable. The book, in truth,
was both the history and emblem of his ardent, ambitious,

imaginative, yet practical and laborious, life. He handled

physical details, as if there were nothing beyond them ;

yet spiritualized them all, and redeemed himself from

matorialism, by his strong and eager aspiration towards
the infinite. In his grasp, the veriest clod of eaith

Mssumed a soul. Georgiana, as she read, reverenced

Aylmer, and loved him more profoundly than ever, but
with a less entire dependence on his judgment than here*

tofore. Much as he had accomplished, she could not but
observe that his most splendid successes were almost in-

variably failures<^ compared with the ideal at which ne

a»me(f^ His brightest diamonds were the merest pebbles,
and felt to be so by liimself, in comparison with the ines-

timable gems which lay hidden beyond his reach. The
volume, rich with achievements that had won renown for

its author, was yet as melancholy a record as ever mortal
hand had penned. It was the sad confession, and con-

tinual exemplification, of the short-comings of the com-

posite man—the spirit burthened with clay and working
in matter; and of tiie despair that assails the higher
nature, at finding itself so miserably thwarted by the

earthly part. Perhaps every man of genius, in whatever

sphere, migiit recognize the image of bis own ezperieoco
ia Ajlmer's jouroal.
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So deeply did these reflections affect Georgiana, that

she laid her face upon the open volume, and burst into

tears. In this situation she was found by her husband.
*' It is dangerous to read in a sorcerer's books," said

he, with a smile, though his countenance was uneasy and

displeased. "Georgiana, there are pages in that volume,
wliieh I can scarcely glance over and keep my senses.

Take heed lest it prove as detrimental to you!"
" It has made me worship you more than ever," said

she.

"Ah! wait for this one success," rejoined he, "then

worship me if you will. I shall deem myself hardly uti"

worthy of it. But, come! I have sought you for the

luxury of your voice. Sing to me, dearest!
"

So she poured out the liquid music of her voice to

quench the thirst of his spirit. He then took his leave,

with a boyish exuberance of gaiety, assuring her that her

seclusion would endure but a little longer, and that the

result w^as already certain. Scarcely had he departed,
when Georgiana felt irresistibly impelled to follow him.

She had forgotten to inform Aylmer of a symptom, which,
for two or three hours j)ast, had begun to excite her atten-

tion. It was a sensation in the fatal birth-mark, not pain-

ful, but which induced a restlessness throughout her sys-
tem. Hastening after lier husband, she intruded, for the

first time, into the laboratory.
The first thing that struck her eye was the furnace, that

hot and feverisii worker, with the intense glow of its fire,

which, by the quantities of soot clustered above it, seemed
to have been burning for ages. There was a distilling ap-

paratus in full operation. Around the room were retorts,

lubes, cylinders, crucibles, and other apparatus of chemical

research. An electrical machine stood ready for immedi-

ate use. The atmosphere felt oppressively close, and was
tainted with gaseous odors, which had been tonnented

forth by the processes of science. The severe and homely
simplicity of the apartment, with its naked walls and
brick ])avement, looked strange, accustomed as Georgiana
had become to the fantastic elegance of her boudoir. But
what chiefly, indeed almost solely, drew her attention, was
the aspect of Aylmer himself.

He was pale as death, anxious, and absorbed, and hung
over the furnace as if it depended upon his utmost watch-

(uluegs whether the
li(^uid,

which it was distilling, should
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be the drauglit of immortal happiness or misery. How
different tVoui the sanguiue and joyous mien that he had
assumed for Georgiana's encouragement !

•'
Carefully now, AniinadabI Carefully, thou human

machine ! Carefully, tbou man of clay !

" muttered Ayl-
mer, more to himself than to his assistant. '* Now. if

there be a tbouglit too mucli or too little, it is all over I

"

"Hoh! hoh!" mumbled Aminadab—"look, master,
look !"

Aylmer raised his eyes hastily, and at first reddened,
then grew paler tlian ever, on beholding Georgiana- He
rushed towards her, and seized her aim with a gripe that

left the print of his fingers upon it.

'• Why do you come hither? Have you no trust in

your husband?" cried he impetuously.
" AVould you

throw the blight of that fatal birth-mark over my labors ?

It is not well done. Go, prying woman, go !

"

"
Nay, Aylmer," said Georgiana, with the firmness of

which she possessed no stinted endowment,
''

it is not you
that have a right to complain. You mistrHst your wife!

You have concealed the anxiety with which you watch the

development of this experiment. Tldnk not so un-

worthily of me, my husband ! Tell me all the risk we
run ; and fear not that I shall shrink, for my share in it

is far less than your own !
"

"No, no, Georgiana!" said Aylmer, impatiently, *-it

wust not be."

"I submit," replied she, calmly. "And, Aylmer, I

shall qualf whatever draught you bring me ; but it will be
on the same principle that would induce me to take a dose
of poison, if off*ered by your hand."

"My noble wife," said Aylmer, deeply moved, "I
knew not the height and depth of your nature, until now.

Nothing shall be concealed. Know, then, that this Crim-
son Hand, superficial as it seems, has clutched its grasp
Into your being, with a strength of which I had no pre-
vious conce{)tion. I have already administered agents
powerful enough to do aught except to change your entire

pliy.<ical system. Only one thing remains to be tried. If

that fail us, we are ruined !

"

"Why did you hesitate to tell me this?" asked she.
"
Because, Georgiana," said Aylmer, in a low voice,

' there is danger !

"

"
D^iger ? There is but one danger—that this horrible
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Btigma shall be left upon my cheek !

"
cried Geoi-giana,

"Remove it! remove it!—whatever be the cost—or Me
shall both go mad 1

"

" Heaven knows, your words are too true," said Aylmer,
sadly. "And mow, dearest, return to your boudoir. In a
little while, all will be tested."

He conducted her back, and took leave of her with a
solemn tenderness, which spoke far more than his words
how much was now at stake. After his departure,

Georgiana became wrajjt in musings. She considered the

character of Aylmer, and did it completer justice than at

any previous moment. Her heart exulted, while it trem-

bled, at liis honorable love, so pure and lofty that it would

accept nothing less than perfection, nor miserably make
itself contented with an earthlier nature than he liad

dreamed of. She felt how much more precious was such
a sentiment, than that meaner kind which would have
borne with the imperfection for her sake, and have been

guilty of treason to holy love, by degrading its perfect idea

to the level of the actual. And, with her whole spirit,

she prayed, that, for a single moment, she might satisfy his

highest and dee[)est conception. Longer tlu.n one mo-

ment, she well knew, it could not be; for his spirit was
ever on the march—ever ascending—and each instant

required something that was beyond the scope of the

instant before.

The sound of her husband's footsteps aroused her. He
bore a crystal goblet, containing a liquor colorless as

water, but bright enough to be the draught of ini-nor-

tality. Aylmer was pale ; but it seemed rather the conse-

quence of a highly wrought state of mind, and tension of

spirit, than of fear or douht.
' " The concoction of the draught has been perfect," said

he, in answer to Georgiana's look. "Unless all my
science have deceived me, it cannot fail."

"Save on your account, my dearest Aylmei," observed

bis wile, "I might wish to put off this birth-mark ,)f mor-

tality hy relinquishing mortality itself, in preference to any
other mode. Life is but a sad possession to those who
have attained precisely the degree of moral advancement
at which I stand. Were I weaker and blinder, it might
be happiness. Were I stronger, it might be endured

hopefully. But, being what I find myself, methinks I am
of all mortals the most lit to die."
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** You are fit for heaven witliout tasting death I
"

replied
her husband. "But why do we speak of dying? The
draught cannot fail. Behold its effect upon tliis plant!'"
On the window-seat there stood a geranium, diseased

with yellow botches, whicli had ovei-spread all its leaves.

Aylnier poured a small quantity of liquid upon the soil ia

w'jich it grew. In a little time, when the roots of the

plant had taken up the moisture, the unsightly blotches

bv.'gan to be extinguished in a living verdure.
'• There needed no pi-oof," said Georgiana, quietly.

" Give m3 the goblet. I joyfully stake all upon your
word."

"
Driuk, then, thou lofty creature !

" exclaimed AvI-
mer, with fervid admiration. "There is no taint of im-

perfection on thy spu-it. Thy sensible frame, loo, shall

soon be all perfect!"
She quaffed the liquid, and returned the goblet to his

hand.

"It is grateful," said she, with a placid smile. *'Me-
thinks it is like water from a heavenly fountain ; for it

contains I know not what of unobtrusive fragrance and
deli^^iousMoss. It allays a feverish tliirst, that had parched
me for many days. Now, deai-est, let me sleep. My
earthly senses are closing over my spirit, like the leavea

around the heart of a rose, at sunset."

She sfwke the last words wMth a gentle reluctance, as if

it requii-ed almost more energy than she could command
to pronounce the f;unt and lingering syllables. Scarcely
had they loitered through her lips, ere she was lost in

slumber. Aylmer sat by her side, watching her aspect
with the emotions proper to a man, the wLole value of
whose existence wjus involved in the pi-ocess now to be
tested. Mingled with this mood, however, was the philo-

sophic investigation, characteristic of the man of science.
Not the minutest symptom escaped him. A heightened
flush of the cheek—a slight irregularity of breath—a

quiver of the eyelid
—a hai-dly perceptible tremor through

the frame—such were the details M'lich, as the moments
pass?d, he wrote down in his folio volume. Intense

thought had set its stamp ujwn every previous page of that
volume ; but the thoughts of years were all concentrated

ujKrn thi last.

AVhile thus employed, he failed not to gaze often at the

fatal Hmid, ao4 not without a eljuddcr, y§( ooce, by »
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strange and unaccountable impulse, he pressed it with his

lips. His spirit recoiled, however, in the very act, and

Georgiana, out of the midst of her deep sleep, moved un-

easily and murmured, as if in remonstrance. Again, Ayl-
mer resumed his watch. 'Nov was it without avail. The
Crimson Hand, which at first had been strongly visible

U}ion the marble paleness of Georgiana's cheek now grew
more faintly outlined. She remained not less pale than

ever; but the birth-mark, with every breath that came and
went, lott somewhat of its former distinctness. Its pres-
ence had been awful ; its departure wxs more awful still.

Watcli the stain of tlie rainbow fading out of the sky;
and you will know how that mysterious symbol passed

away.
" By Heaven, it is well-nigh gone !

"
said Aljmer to

himself, in almost irrepressible ecstasy. "I can scarcely
trace it now. Success! Success! And now it is like

the faintest rose-color. The slightest flush of blood

across her cheek would overcome it. But she is so pale !

"

He drew aside tlie window-curtain, and suffered the

light of natural day to fall into the room, and rest upon
her cheek. At the same time, he heard a gross, hoarse

chuckle, which he had long known as his servant Aminsi-

dab's expression of delight.

"Ah, clod! Ah, earthly mass!" cried Aylmer, laugh,

ing in a sort of frenzy.
" You have served me well !

Matter and Spiiit
—Earth and Heaven—have both done

their part in this! Laugh, thing of the senses! You
have earned tlic right to laugli."

These exclamations broke Georgiana's sleep. She

slowly unclosed her eyes, and gazed into the mirror,
which lier husband had arranged for that })urpose. A
faint smile flitted over her lips, when she recognized how

barely perceptible was now that Crimson Hnnd, which
had once blazed forth with such disastrous brilli;;ncy as to

scare away all their happiness. But then her eyes sought

Aylmer's face, with a trouble and anxiety that he could

by no means account for.

"My poor Alymer!" murmured she.
" Poor ? Nay, richest ! Happiest ! Most favored !

"
ex-

claimed he. " My peerless bride, it is successful ! You
are peifect !

"

"My poor Aylmer!" she repeated, with a more than

hmuM ten^eruessi
•' Yqu bavy aimed loftil/ I—you have
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done nobly ! Do not repent, that, with so high and pure
a feeling, you have rejected the best the earth could offer.

Aylmer—dearest Aylmer, I am dying !

"

Alas, it was too true ! The fatal Hand had grappled
with the mystery of life, and was the bond by wliich an

angelic spirit kept itself in union with a mortal frame. As
the last eriuir^on tint of the birth-mark—that sole token of

human imperfection—faded front her cheek, the parting
breath of the now jierfect woman passed into the atmos-

phere, and her soul, lingering a moment near her husband,
took its heavenward flight. Then a hoarse, chuckling

liiugh was heard again ! Thus ever does the gross

Fatality of Earth exult in its invariable triumph over the

immortal essence, which, in this dim sphere of half-devel.

opment, demands the completeness of a higher state. Yet,
had Aylmer reached a profounder wisdom, he need not

thus have flung away the happiness, which would have
woven his mortal life of the self-same texture with the

celestial. The momentaiy circumstance was too strong
for him ; he failed to look beyond the shadowy scope of

Time, and living once for all in Eternity, to find the per
feet Future in the present.

A SELECT PARTY.

A IMan of Fancy made an enterlainmeiit at one of his

castles in the air, and invited a select number of distin-

guished personages to favor him with their presence. The
mansion, though less splendid than many that have been
situated in the same region, was, nevertheless, of a mag-
nificence such as is seldom witnessed by those acquainted

only with terrestrial architecture. Its strong foundations

and massive walls were quarried out of a ledge of heavy
and sombre clouds, which had hung brooding over the

earth, apparently as dense and ponderous as its own gi-an-

ite, throughout a whole autumnal day. Perceiving that

tiie genea-al effect was gloomy—so that the aiiy castle

looked like a feudal fortress, or a monastery of the middle

ages, or a state-prison offour own times, rather than the home
of pleasure and repose which he intended it to l>e—the own-

er, regardless of expense, resolvefi to gild thi exterior from

top to bottom. Fortunately, tln^-e wa:* j jst then a flood
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of evening sunshine in the air. This being gathered up
and poured abundantly upon the roof and walls, imbued
them with a kind of solemn cheerfulness ; while the cupo-
las and pinnacles were made to glitter with the purest

gold, and all the hundred windows gleamed with a glad

light, as if the edifice itself were rejoicing in its lieart.

And now, if the people of the lower world chanced to be

looking upward, out of the turmoil of their petty perplexi-

ties, they probably mistook the castle in the air for a heap
of sunset clouds, to which the magic of light and shade

had imparted the aspect of a fanatically constructed man-
sion. To such beholders it was unreal, because they
lacked the imaginative faith. Had they been worthy to

pass within its portal, they would have recognized the

truth, that the dominions which the spirit conquers for

itself among unrealities, become a thousand times more
real than the earth wheron they stamp their feet, sayings
*' This is solid and substantial !—this may be called a
fact 1

"

At the appointed hour, the host stood in his great saloon

to receive the company. It was a vast and noble room,
the vaulted ceiling of which was supported by double rows
of gigantic piUars, that had been hewn entire out of masses

of variegated clouds. So brilliantly were they polished, and
so exquisitely wrought by the sculp*o'''s skill, as to resem-

ble t!i3 finest specimens of emerald, porphyry, opal, and

chrysolite, thus producing a delicate richness of effect,

which their immense size rendered not inconq)atible with

grandeur. To each of these pillars a meteor was sus-

pended. Thousands of these ethei-eal lustres are continu-

ally wandering about the firmament, burning out to waste,

yet capable of imparting a useful radiance to any person
wlio lias the art of converting them to domestic purjmses.
As managed in the saloon, they are far more economicjd

than ordinary laniji-light. Such, however, was the inlcn-

sity of their blaze, that it had been found expedient to

cover each meteor with a globe of evening mist, thereby

muflling the too potent glow, and soothing it into a mild and
comfortable splendor. It was like the brilliancy of a power-
ful, yet chastened, imagination ; a light which vseemed to

Jiide whatever was unworfHy to be noticed, and give eflect

to every beautiful and noble attribute. The guests, there-

fore, as they advanced up the centre of the saloon, ap-

peai'ed to better advantage than ever before in their lives.
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The first that entered, with old-fashioned punctuality,
was a venerable figure in the costume of by-gone days,
with his white hair flowing down over his shoulders, and

a reverend beard upon iiis breast. He leaned upon a staff,

the tremulous stroke of wliich, as he set it carefully upon
the floor, re-echoed tlirough the saloon at every footstep.

Recognizing at once this celebrated pei-sonage, whom it

had cost him a vast deal of trouble and research to dis-

cover, the host advanced nearly three-fourths of the dis-

tance, down between the pillars, to meet and welcome him.
" Venerable sir," said the Man of Fancy, bending to the

floor, "the honor of this visit would never be forgotten,

were my term of existence to be as happily prolonged as

your own."
The old gentleman received the compliment with gra-

cious condescension ; he then thrust up his spectacles over

his foreliead, and appeared to take a critical survey of

the saloon.

"Never, within my recollection," observed he, "have I

entered a more spacious and noble hall. But ai'e you sure

that it is built of solid mawjrials, and that the structure

will be permanent ?
"

-'Oh, never fear, my venerable friend," replied the host.

<' In reference to a lifetime like your own, it is true, my
castle may well be called a temporary edifice. But it will

endure long enough to answer aU the purposes for which

it was erected."

But we forget that the reader has not yet been made

acquainted with the guest. It was no other than that

universally accredited character, so constantly referred to

in all seasons of intense cold or heat—he that remembera
the iiot Sunday and the cold Friday—the witness of a past

age, whose negtitive reminiscences find their way into

every newspaper, yet whose antiquated and dusky abode

is so overshadowed by accumulated years, and crowded
back by modern edifices, that none but the Man of Fancy
couhl have discovered it—it was, in short, that twin-broth-

er of Time, and gi-eat-grandsire of mankind, and hand-

and-glove associate of all forgotten men and things, the

Oldest Inhabitant ! The host would willingly have drawn
him into conversation, but succeeded only in eliciting a

few remarks as to the oppressive atmosphere of this pres-
ent summer evening, compared with one which the guest
had experienced about foui-score years ago. The old gen-

4
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tlcman, in fact, was a good deal overcome by his journey

among the clouds, which, to a frame so earth-encrusted by

loig continuance in a lower region, was unavoidably more

fatiguing than to younger spirits. He was therefore con-

ducted to an easy-chair, well-cushioned, and stuffed with

vaporous softness, and left to take a little repose.

The Man of Fancy now discerned another guest, who
stood so quietly in the shadow of one of the pillars, that

he might easily have been overlooked.

"My dear sir," exclaimed the host, grasping him >,

warmly by the hand,
" allow me to greet you as the hero ^

of the evening. Pray do not take it as an empty compli-
ment ; for if there Avere not another guest in my castle,

it would be entirely pervaded with your presence!"
" 1 thank you," answered the unpretending stranger,

"but, though you happened to overlook me, I have not

just arrived. 1 came very early, and, with your permis-

sion, shall remain after the rest of the company have

retired."

And who does the reader imagine was this unobtrusive

/guest? It was the famous performer of acknowledged

impossibilities; a character of superhuman capacity and

virtue, and, if his- enemies are to be credited, of no less

remarkable weaknesses and defects. With a generosity

of which he alone sets us the example, we will glance

merely at his nobler attributes. He it is, then, who pre-

fers the interests of others to his own, and an humble

station to an exalted one. Careless of fashion, custom,

the opinions of men, and the influence of the press, he

assimilates his life to the standard of ideal rectitude, and

thus proves himself the one indei)endcnt citizen of our free

country. In point of ability, many declare him to be the

only mathematician capable of squaring the circle; the

only mechanic acquainted with the principle of perpetual

motion; the only scientific philosopher who can comi)el

water to run up hill; the only writer of the age whose

genius is equal to the production of an epic poem ; and,

finally
—so various ar<! his accomplishments—the only

professor of gymnastics who has succeeded in jumping
down his own throat. With all these talents, however,

he is so far from being considered a member of good so-

ciety, that it is the severest censure of any fashionable

assemblage, to affirm that this remarkable individual was

present. Public orators, lecturers, and theatrical perform-
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ere, particularly eschew his company. For especial re»

sons we are not at liberty to disclose his name, and shall

mention only one other trait—a most singular phenomenon
in natural phil.osophy^-r-that when he happens to cast his

eyes upon a ^king-glass he beholds Nobody reflected

there!

Several other guests now made their appearance, and

among them, chattering with immense volubility, a bnsk C^

little gentleman of universal vogue in private society, and -^

not unknown in the public journals, under the title of

INIonsieur On-Dit. The name would seem to indicate a
,

Frenchman; but whatever be his country, he is thoroughly
vei*sed in all the languages of the day, and can express
himself quite as much to the purpose in English as in any
other tongue. No sooner were the ceremonies of saluta-

tion over, than this talkative little person put his mouth to

the host's ear, and whispered three secrets of state, an

important piece of commercial intelligence, and a rich

item of fashionable scandal. He then assured the Man of

Fancy that he would not fail to circulate in the society of

the lower world a minute description of this magnificent
castle in the air, and of the festivities at which he had the

honor to be a guest. So saying. Monsieur On-Dit made
his bow and hurried from one to another of the company,
with all of whom he seemed to be acquainted, and to pos-
sess some topic of interest or amusement for eveiy indi-

vidual. Coming at last to the 01 lest Inhabitant, who was

slumbering comfortably in the easy chair, he applied his

mouth to that venerable ear.
" Wiiat do you say?" cried the old gentleman, starting

fiom his nap, and putting up liis hand to serve the pui-pose
of an ear-trumpet.

Monsieur On-Dit bent forwai-d again, and repeated his

communication.
"
Never, within my memory," exclaimed the Oldest

Inhabitant, lifting his hands in astonishment, "has so

remarkable an incident been heard of!" /^
Now came in the Clerk of the Weather, who had been \f

invited out of deference to his official station, although the

host was well aware that his conversation was likely to

contribute but little to the general enjoyment. He soon,

indeed, got into a corner with his acquaintance of long
ago, the Oldest Inhabitant, and began to compare notes

i^ith him in reference to the great stonps, gales of wind.
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and other atmospherical facts that had occurred during a

century past. It rt^oiced the Man of Fancy, that his ven-

erable and much respected guest had met with so congenial

an associate. Entreating them botli to make themselves

pei-fectly at home, he now turned to receive the Wandering
.Jew. Tliis personage, however, had latterly grown so

common, by mingling in all sorts of society, and appearing
at th(j beck of every entertainer, that he could hardly be

deemed a proper guest in a very exclusive circle. Besides,

being covered with dust from his continual wanderings

along the highways of the world, he really looked out of

place in a dress party, so that the host felt relieved of an

inconnnodity, when the restless individual in question,

alter a brief stay, took his departure on a ramble towards

Oregon.
The portal was now thronged by a crowd of shadow-y^

people, with whom the Man of Fancy had been acquainted
in his visionary youth. lie had invited them hither for

the sake of observing how they would compare, whether

advantageously or otherwise, witli the real chaiacters to

whom his maturer life had introduced him. They were

beings of crude imagination, such as glide before a young
man's eye, and pretend to be actual inhabitants of the

earth; the wise and witty, with whom he would hereafter

Iiold intercourse ; the generous and heroic friends, w hose

devotion would be requited with his own; the beautiful

dream-woman, v.ho would become the help-mate of his

Inunan toils and sorrows, and at once the source and par-
taker of his happiness. Alas! it is not good for the full

grown man to look too closely at these old acquaintances,
but rather to reverence them at a distance, through I lie

medium of years that have gathered duskily between.

There was something laughably untrue in their pompous
stride and exaggerated sentiment; they were neither

human, nor tolerable likenesses of hunumity, but fjuitastic

mastpiers, rendering lieroism and nature alike ridicidous

by tlie grave absurdity of tlieir pretensions to such attri-

butes. And as for the peerless dream-lady, behold! there

advanced up tlie saloon, with a movement like a jointed-

duU, a sort of wax figure of an angel—a creature as cold

as moonshine—an artilice in petticoats, with an intellect

of pretty phrases, and only the scmiilance of a heart—yet,
in all these patticuhirs, the true type; of a young man's

imagin^rv injstress. Hardly could the host's punctilioua
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courtesy restrain a smile, as he paid his respects to this

unreality, and met the sentimental glance with which the

Dream sought to remind liim of their former love-pas-

sages.
" No, no, fair lady," murmured he, betwixt sighing anc .

smiling; "my taste is clianged! I have learned to love
|

nliat Nature makes, better than my own creations in the

guise of womanhood."

"Ah, false one!" shrieked the dream-lady, pretending

to faint, but dissolving into thin air, out of whicli came the

deplorable murmur of her voice—"
your inconstancy has

annihilated me!"
" So be it," said the cruel Man of Fancy to himself—

'* and a good riddance, too !
"

'

Together witli these sliadows, and from the same

region, there had come an uninvited multitude of shapes,;
'

whicli, at any time during his life, had tormented the

Man of Fancy in his moods of morbid melancholy, or

had haunted him in the delirium of fever. The walls of

his castle in the air were not dense enough to keep them

out; nor would the strongest of earthly architecture have

availed to their exclusion. Here were those forms of dim

terror, wliicli liad beset him at the entrance of life,

waging warfare with his hopes. Here were strange ugli-

nesses of earlier date, such as haunt children in the night

rime. He was particularly startled by the vision of a

Reformed old black woman, whom he imagined as lurking

in the garret of his native home, and who, when he was

an infant, had once come to his bedside and grinned at

liim, in the crisis of a scarlet fever. This same black

shadow, with others almost as hideous, now glided among
the pillars of the magnificent saloon, grinning recognition,

until the man shuddered anew at the forgotten terrors of

his childhood. It amused him, however, to observe the

black woman, with the mischievous caprice peculiar to
'

such beings, steal up to the chair of the Oldest Inhalv

itant, and peep into his half-dreamy mind.
" Never within my memory," muttered that venerable

personage, agluist, "did I see such a face!
" —

Almost immediately after the unrealities just described,(^^
arrived a number of guests, whom incredulous readers

may be inclined to rank cijually among creatures of imag-

ination. The most notewortliy were an incorruptible

Patriot; a Scholar without pedantry; a Priest without
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worldly ambition, and a Beautiful Woman without pride
or coquetry ; a Married Pair, whose life had never been
disturbed by incongruity of feeling ; a Reformer, untram-
melled by his theory ; and a Poet, who felt no jealousy
towards other votaries of the lyre. In truth, however,
the host was not one of the cynics who consider these pat-
terns of excellence, without the fatal flaw, such rarities

in the world ; and he had invited them to his select party

chiefly out of humble deference to the judgment of society,
which pronounces them almost impossible to be met witli.

" In my younger days," observed the Oldest Inhab-

itant, "such characters might be seen at the corner of

every street."

Be that as it might, these specimens of perfection proved
to be not half so entertaining companions as people with
the ordinary allowance of faults.

yr-\ But now appeared a stranger, whom the host had no

Qx^ sooner recognized, than, with an abundance of courtesy
unlavished on any other, he hastened down the whole

length of the saloon, in order to pay him emphatic honor.

Yet he was a young man in poor attire, with no insignia
of rank or acknowledged eminence, nor anything to dis-

tmguish him among the crowd except a high, white fore-

head, beneath which a pair of deep-set eyes were glowing
with warm light. It was such a light as never illumin-

ates the earth, save when a great heart burns as the

Iiousehold fire of a gi'and intellect. And who was he?

Who, but the Master Genius, for whom our country is

looking anxiously into the mist of time, as destined to

fulfil the great mission of creating an American litera-

ture, hewing it, as it were, out of the unwrought granite
of our intellectual quarries. From him, w^hether moulded
in the form of an epic poem, or assuming a guise alto-

gether new, as the spirit itself m.ny determine, we are to

receive our first great original work, which shall do all

that remains to be achievc^d for our glory among Uie

nations. How this child of a mighty destiny had been
discovered by the Man of Fancy, it is of little conse-

quence to mention. Suffice it, tiiat he dwells as yet
uiihonorcd among men, unrecognized by tliose who have
known him from his cradle;—the noble countenance,
which should be distinguished by a halo diffused around

it, passes daily amid the throng of people, toiling and

troubling themselves about the -trifles of a moment—and

(I
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none pay reverence to the worker of immortality. Nor
does it matter much to him, in his triumph over all the

ages, though a generation or two of his own times shall

do themselves the wrong to disregard him.

By this time, Monsieur On-Dit had caught up the

stranger's name and destiny, and was busily whispering
the intelligence among tlie other guests.
" Pshaw !

"
said one,

" there can never be an American
Genius."

" Pisli !

"
cried another,

" we have already as good
poets as any in the world. For my part, I desire to see

no better."

And the Oldest Inhabitant, when it was proposed to

introduce him to tiie Master Genius, begged to be

excused, observing, tiiat a man who had been honored
with the acquaintance of Dwight, Freneau, and Joel Bar-

low, might be allowed a little austerity of taste. ^
The saloon was now fast filling up, by the arrival of '^

other remarkable characters ; among whom were noticed

Davy Jones, the distinguished nautical personage, and a

rude, carelessly dressed, harum-scarum sort of elderly fel-

low, known by the nickname of Old Harry. The latter,

liowever, after being shown to a dressing-room, re-appeared
with his grey hair nicely combed, his clothes brushed, a
clean dicky on his neck, and altogether so changed in

aspect as to ment the more respectful appellation of Yen-
?rable Henry. John Doe and Ricliard Roe came arm-in-

arm, accompanied by a Man of Straw, a fictitious endorser,
and several persons who had no existence except as

voters in closely contested elections. The celebrated

Sfnitsfield, who now entered, was at first supposed to

belong to the same brotiierhood, until he made it a])parent
t!iat he was a real man of flesh and blood, and had his

earthly domicile in Germany. Among the latest comers,
as might reasonably be expected, arrived a guest from tha

far future.
" Do you know him ?—do you know him ?

"
whispered

Monsieur On-Dit, who seemed to be acquainted with y-

everybody. ''He is the representative of Posterity—the ''

man of an age to come !

"

"And how came he here?" asked a figure who was

evadently the prototype of the fashion-plate in a magazine,
and might be taken to represent the vanities of the pass-
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ing moment. " The fellow infringes upon our rights by
coming before his time."

" But you forget where we are," answered the Man of

Fancy, who overheard the remaik ;

" the lower earth, it

is true, will be forbidden ground to him for many long

years hence ; but a castle in the air is a sort of no-man's

lund, where Posterity may make acquaintance with us on

equal terms."

No sooner was his identity known, than a throng of

guests gathered about Posterity, all expressing the most

generous interest in his welfare, and many boasting of the

sacrifices which they had made, or were willing to make,
in his behalf. Some, with as much secrecy as possible^

desired his judgment upon certain copies of verses, or

great manuscript rolls of prose; others accosted him with

the familiarity of old friends, taking it for granted that he

was perfectly cognizant of their names and characters.

At length, finding himself thus beset, Posterity was put

quite beside his patience.
"
Gentlemen, my good friends," cried he, breaking

^oose from a misty poet, who strove to hold him by the

button,
" I pray you to attend to your own business, and

leave me to take care of mine ! I expect to owe you

nothing, unless it be certain national debts, and other

incumbrances and impediments, physical and moral,

wliich I shall find it troublesome enough to remove from

my path. As to your verses, pray read them to your con-

temporai'ies. Your names are as sti-ange to me as your
faces ; and even were it otherwise—let me whisper you a

i

secret—the cold, icy memory which one generation may
retain of another, is but a poor recompense to barter life

,
for. Yet, if your heart is set on being known to me, the

j
surest, the only method, is, to live truly and wisely for

I your own age, whereby, if the native force be in you,
; you may likewise live for posterity !

"

*' It is nonsense," murmured tlie Oldest Inhabitant, who,
as a man of the {)ast, felt jealous lliat all notice should bo

withdrawn from himself, to be lavislied on the future,—
" sheer nonsense, to waste so much thought on what

only is to be !

"

To divert the minds of his guests, who were considerably
abashed by this little incident, the Man of Fancy led them

through several a^u-tments of tiie castle, receiving their

compliments u^on the taste and varied magnificence thftt
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were displayed in each. One of these rooms was filled

with moonlight, which did not enter through the window,
but was the aggregate of all the nioonshine that is scat,

tered around the earth on a summer-night, while no eyea
are awake to enjoy its beauty. Airy spirits had gathered
it up, wherever they found it gleaming on the broad bosom
of a lake, or silvering the meanders of a stream, or glim-

mering among the wind-stirred boughs of a wood, and had

garnered it in one spacious hall. Along the walls, illumi-

nated by the mild intensity of the moonshine, stood a

multitude of ideal statues, the original conceptions of the •

great works of ancient or modern art, which the sculptors
did but imperfectly succeed in putting into marble. For
it is not to be supposed that the pure idea of an immortal
creation ceases to exist; it is only necessary to know where

they are deposited, in order to obtain possession of them.
In the alcoves of another vast apartment was airanged a

splendid library, the volumes of which were inestimable,
because they consisted not of actual performances, but of
the woi'ks which the authors only planned, without ever

finding the happy season to achieve them. To take
familiar instances, here were the untold tales of Chaucer's

Canterbury Pilgrims; the unwritten Cantos of the Fairy
Queen; the conclusion of Coleridge's Christabel; and the

whole of Dryden's projected Epic on the subject of King
Arthur. The shelves were crowded ; for it would not be
too much to affirm that every author has imagined, and

shaped out in his thought, more and far better works than
those which actually proceeded from his pen. And here,
likewise, were the unrealized conceptions of youthful poets,
who died of the very strength of their own genius, b«fore

the world had caught one inspired murmur from their lips.
When the peculiarities of the library and statue-gallery

were explained to the Oldest Inhabitant, he appeared
infinitely perplexed, and exclaimed, with more energy
than usual, that he had never heard of such a thing within
his memory, and, moreover, did not at all understand
how it could be.

" But my brain, I think," said the good old gentleman,
•is getting not so clear as it used to be. You young folks,
1 sup[X)se, can see your way through these strange matters.

For my part I give it up.
*' And so do I," muttered the Old Harry.

" It is enough
to puzzle the aheml"
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Making as little reply as possible to these observations,

the Man of Fancy preceded the company to another noble

saloon, the pillars of which were solid golden sunbeams,
taken out of the sky in the first hour in the morning.

Thus, as they retained all their living lustre, the room was
filled with the most cheerful radiance imaginable, yet not

too dazzling to be borne with comfort and delight. The
windows were beautifully adorned with curtains, made of

the many-colored clouds of sunrise, all imbued with virgin

light, and hanging in magnificent festoons from the ceiling

to the floor. Moreover, there were fragments of rainbows

scattered through the room; so that the guests, astonished

at one another, reciprocally saw their heads made glorious

by the seven primary hues; or, if they chose—as who
would not?—they could grasp a rainbow in the air, and

convert it to their own apparel and adornment. But the

morning light and scattered rainbows were only a typejand

symbol of the real wonders of the apartment. By an
influence akin to magic, yet perfectly natural, whatever

means and opportunities ofjoy are neglected in the lower

world, had been carefully gathered up, and deposited in

the saloon of morning sunshine. As may well be con-

ceived, therefore, there was material enough to supply not

merely a joyous evening, but also a happy life-time, to

more than as many people as that spacious apartment
could contain. The company seemed to renew their

youth; wliile that pattern and proverbial standard of inno-

cence, the Child Unborn, frolicked to and fro among them,

communicating his own unwrinkled gaiety to all who had

the good fortune to witness his gambols.
" My honored friends," said the Man of Fancy, after

they had enjoyed themselves awhile, *'l am now to request

your presence in the banqueting-hall, where a slight colla-

tion is awaiting you."
"Ah, well said!" ejaculated a cadaverous figure, who

had been invited for no other reason than that he was

pretty constantly in the habit of dining with Duke Hum-

phrey. *'I was beginning to wonder whether a castle in

the air were provided with a kitchen."

It was curious, in truth, to see how instantaneously the

guests were diverted from the high moral enjoyments which

they had been tasting with so much apparent zest, by a

suggestion of the more solid as well as liquid delights of

the festive board. They thronged eagerly in the rear of
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the host, who now ushered them into a lofty and extensive

hall, from end to end of which was arranged a table, glit-

teiing all over with innumerable dishes and drinking-ve»«
sels of gold. It is an uncertain point, whether these rich

articles oF plate were made for the occasion, out of molten

sunbeams, or recovered from the wrecks of Spanish gal-

leons, tliat liad lain for ages at the bottom of the sea. The
upper end of tlie table was oversliadowed by a cano[>y,
beneath which was placed a chair of elaborate magnifi-
cence, which tlie host himself declined to occupy, and

besought his guests to assign it to tlie worthiest among
them. As a suitable homage to his incalculable antiquity
and eminent distinction, the post of honor was at first ten-

dered to the Oldest Inhabitant. He, however, eschewed

it, and requested the favor of a bowl of gruel at a side*

table, where Le could refresh himself with a quiet nap.
There was some little hesitation as to the next candidate, \

until Posterity took the Master-Genius of our country by i

the hand, and led him to the chair of state, beneath the
j

princely canopy. "When once they beheld him in his true

place, the company acknowledged the justice of the selec-

tion by a long thimder-roll of veliement applause.
Then was served up a banquet, combining, if not all tlie

delicacies of the season, yet all the rarities which careful

purveyors had met with in the flesh, fish, and vegetable
markets of the land of Nowhere. The bill of fai-e being
unfortunately lost, we can only mention a Phoenix, roast-'d

in its own flames, cold potted birds of Paradise, ice-creams
i"rom the Milky Way, and whip-syllabubs and flummery
from the Paradise of Fools, whereof there was a \evy
great consumption. As for drinkables, the temperance-
people contented themselves with water, as usual, but it

was the water of the Fountain of Youth; the ladies sipped
Nepenthe; the love-lorn, the care-worn, and the sorrow-

stricken, were supplied with brimming goblets of Lethe;
and it was shrewdly conjectured that a certain golden
vase, from whicli only the more distinguished guests were
invited to partake, contained nectar that had been mellow-

ing ever since the days of classical mythology. The cloth

being removed, the company, as usual, grew eloquent over
tijeir liquor, and delivered themselves of a succesion of
brilliant speeches; the task of reporting which we resign to

the more adequate ability of Counsellor Gill, whose indis-
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pensable co-operation the Mas of Fancy had taken the

precaution to secure.

When the lestivity of the banquet was at its most ethe-

real point, the Clerk of the AVeatlier was observed to steal

from the table, and thrust his head between the purple and

goiden curtains of one of the windows.
" My fellow-guests," he remarked aloud, after carefully

noting the signs of the night, "I advise such of you as live

at a distance, to be going as soon as possible ; for a thun-

der-storm is certainly at hand."

"Mercy on me !" cried Mother Carey, who had left her

brood of chickens, and come hither in gossamer drapery,
with pink silk stockings, "How shall I ever get home?"

All now W'as confusion and hasty departure, with but

little superfluous leave-taking. The Oldest Inhabitant,

however, time to the rule of those long-past days in which

his courtesy had been studied, paused on the threshold of

the meteor-lighted hall, to express his vast satisfaction at

the entertainment.

"Never, within my memory," observed the gracious old

gentleman, "has it been my good fortune to spend a

pleasanter evening, or in more select society."
The wind here took his breath away, whirled his three-

cornei'cd hat into infinite space, and drowned what further

compliments it had been his purpose to bestow. Many of

the company liad bespoken AViil o' the Wisps to convoy
them home; and the host, in his general beneficence, had

engaged the Man in the Moon, with an immense horn

lantern, to be the guide of such desolate spinsters as could

do no better for themselves. But a blast of the rising

tempest blew out all their lights in the twinkling of an

eye How, in the darkness that ensued, the guests con-

trived to get back to earth, or whether the greater part of
them contrived to get back at all, or are still wandering
among clouds, mists, and puffs of tempestuous wind,
bruised by the beams and rafters of the overthrown castle

in the air, and deluded by all sorts of unrealities, are points
that concern themselves, nnich more than the writer or the

public. People should think of these matters, before they
trust themselves on a pleasure-party into the realm of

Nowhere,
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YOUNG GOODMAN BROWN/^^

Oc ^s ^^V
\ ^ i rr^ V '^ \C

* Young Goodman Brown came forth at sunset, into the
street of Salem Village, but put his head back, after cioss-

iZ the threshold, to exchange a parting kiss with his

^ung wife. And Faith, as the wife was aptly iiamed,^^
tlu'ust her own pretty head into the street, letting the wind ^

u
^'lay with the pink libbons of her cap, while she called to- ;

Goodman Brown. .-

•* Dearest heart," whispered she, softly and rather sadly,
when her lips were close to his ear,

"
pr'^-thee, put otf

your journey until sunrise, and sleep in your own bed to-

iljght. A lone woman is troubled with such dreams and •

Buch thoughts, that she's afeard of herself, sometimes.

pRiy, tarry with me this night, dear husband, of all nights
in the yeai-!"

"My love and my Faith,** replied young Goodman
Brown, "of all nights in tlie year, this one night must 1

tarry away from thee. My journey, as thou callest it, forth

and back again, must needs be done 'twixt now and sun-

rise. Wliat, my sweet, pretty wife, dost thou doubt ma
already, and we but three months married !

"

" Then God bless you !
"
said Faith, with the pink rib-

bons, "and may you find all well, when you come back."

"Amen!" cried Goodman Brown. "Say thy prayers,
deai- Faith, and go to bed at dusk, and no harm wUl come
to thee."

So they parted ; and the young man pursued his way,
until, being about to turn the corner by the meeting-house,
he looked back and saw the head of Faith still peeping
after him, with a melancholy air, in spite of her pink
ribbons.

"Poor little Faith!" thought hg, for his heart smote
him. " What a wretch am I, to leave her on such an

errand! She talks of dreams, too. Metiiought, as she

spoke, there w;is trouble in her face, as if a dream had
warned her what work is to be done to-night. But, no,

no! 'twould kill her to think it. "Well; she's a blessed

angel on earth ; and after this one night, I'll cling to her

skirts and follow her to Heaven."
With this excellent resolve for the future, Goodman

Brown felt hijiself justified in making mere haste on his

present evil purpose; tie had taken a dreary road, darlj*



SSI MOSSES FROM AN OLD MANSF

enefl by all the gloomiest trees of the forest, which barely
stood aside to let the narrow path creep through, and
olosed immediately behind. It was all as lonely as could

be ; and there is this peculiarity in such a solitude, that the

traveller knows not who may be concealed by the innum.

erable trunks and the thick boughs overhead; so that, with

lonely footsteps, he may yet be passing through an unseen

multitude.
" There may be a devilish Indian behind every tree,"

said Goodman Brown to himself; and lie glanced fearfully
behind him, as he added,

" What if the devil himself should

be at my very elbow!"
His head being turned back, he passed a crook of the

road, and looking forward again, beheld the figure of a

man, in grave and decent attire, seated at the foot of an
old tree. He arose, at Goodman Brown's approach, and
walked onward, side by side with him.

"You are late, Goodman Brown," said he. "The clock

of the Old South was striking, as I came through Boston;
and that is full fifteen minutes agone."

"Faith kept me back awhile," replied the youpg man,
with a tremor in his voice, caused by the sudden appear-
ance of his companion, though not wholly unexpected.

It was now deep dusk in the forest, and deepest in tiiat

part of it where these two were journeying. As nearly as

could be discerned, the second traveller w-as about fifty

years old, apparently in the same rank as Goodman
Brown, and bearing a considerable resemblance to f»im,

though perhaj)S more in expression than features. Still,

they might have been taken for father and son. And yet,

tiiough tiie elder person was as simply clad as the younger,
and as simple in manner too, he had an indescribable air

of one who knew the world, and would not have felt

abashed at the governor's dinner-table, or in King "William's

fourt, were it possible that his affairs should call hini

tliither. But the only thing about him, that could be fixed

upon as remarkable, was his staff, which bore the likeness

of a great Mack snake, so curiously wrought, that it migh»
almost be seen to twist and wriggle itself like a living ser-

pent. This, of course, must have been an ocular deception,
assisted hy the uncertain ligiit.

"
Come, Goodman Brown !

"
cried liis fellow-traveller,

"this is a dull pace for the beginning of a journey. Take

Ojy stiiff. if you arc so gQon Weftrj*"
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**
Friend,** said the other, exchanging his slow pace for

a full stop,
"
having kept covenant by meeting thee here,

it is my purjxjse now to return whence I came. I have

scruples, touching tiie matter thou wot'st of."

"Sayest thou so?" replied he^of the serpent, smiling

apart.
" Let us walk on, nevertheless, reasoning as we go,

and if I convince thee not, thou shall turn back. AVeare
but a little way in the forest, yet."

" Too far, too far !
" exclaimed the goodman, uncon.

sciously resuming his walk. " My father never went into

the woods on such an errand, nor his father before him.

We have been a race of honest men and good Christians,
since t'le days of the martyrs. And shall I be the first of

the name of Brown, tliat ever took this path and kept"—
" Such company, thou wouldst say," observed the elder

person, interrupting his pause.
* Well said, Goodman

Brown ! I have been as well acquainted with your family
as with ever a one among the Puritans i and tiiat's no
trifle to say. I helped your grandfather, the constable,
when he lathed the Quaker woman so smartly through the
streets of Salem. And it was I that brought your father

a pitch-pine knot, kindled at my own hearth, to set fire to

an Indian village, in King Philip's war. They were my
good friends, both; and many a pleasant walk have we had

along this path, and returned merrily after midnight. I
would fain be friends with you, for their sake."

"If it be as thou sayest," replied Goodman Brown, "I
marvel they never spoke of these matters. Or, verily, I

marvel not, seeing that the least rumor cf the sort would
have driven them from New England. We are a people
of prayer, and good works to boot, and abide no such

wickedness."
" Wickedness or not," said the traveller with the twisted

Btaff,
" I have a very general acquaintance here in New

England. The deacons of many a clmrch have drunk the

communion wine with me. The selectmen, of divers

towns, make me their chairman ; and a majority of the

Great and General Couit are firm supporters of my inter-

est. The governor and I, too—but these arc etate-

8ecret&"
*' Can this be so !

"
cried Goodman Brown, with a stare

of amazement at his undisturbed companion,
"
Ilowbeit,

1 have nothing to do with the governor and council ; they
have their own ways, and are no rule for a simple hua-
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bandman like me. But, were I to go on with thee, how
should I meet the eye of that good old man, our minister,
at Salem village ? Oli, his voice would make me tremble,
both Sabbath-day and lecture-day !

"

Thus far, the elder traveller had listened with due

gravity, but now burst into a fit of irrepressible mirth,

shaking himself so violently, that his snake-like statf

actually seemed to wriggle in sympathy.
*'Ha! ha! ha!" shouted he, again and again; then

composing himself,
"
Well, go on, Goodman Brown, go

on ; but, prithee, don't kill me with laughing !

"

*'
"Well, then, to end the matter at once," said Goodman

Brown, considerably nettled,
" there is my wife. Faith.

It would break her dear little heart; and I'd rather break

my own !

"

"
Nay, if that be the case,'* answered the other,

" e'en

go thy ways, Goodman Brown. I would not, for twenty
old women like the one hobbling before us, that Faith

should come to any luirm."

As he spoke, he pointed his staff at a female figure on

the path, in whom Goodman Brown recognized a very

pious and exemplary dame, who had taught him his cate-

chism in youth, and was still his moral and spiritual

adviser, jointly with the minister and Deacon Gookin.
" A marvel, truly, that Goody Cloyse should l)e so far

in tlie wilderness, at niglit-fall !

"
said he. "

But, with

your leave, friend, I shall take a cut through the woods,
until we have left this Christian woman behind. Being a

stranger to you, she might ask whom I was consorting

with, and whither I was going."
" Be it so," said his fellow-traveller. " Betake you to

the woods, and let me keep the path."

Accordingly, the young man turned aside, but took caro

to watch his companion, who advanced softly along the

road, until he had come within a stall's length of the old

dame. She, meanwhile, was making the best of her w;iy,

with singidar speed for so aged a woman, and nuunbliiig
«ome indistinct words, a prayer, doubth-ss, as t^hv went.

The traveller put forth his statf, and touched her witlured

neck with what seemed the serpent's tail.

" The devil !

" screamed llie {lious nid lady.
"Then Goody Clnysf knows lipr old friend?" observed

the traveller, confronting her, and leaning on his ivrilhing
stick.
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" Ah, forsooth, and is it your irorship, indeed ?
"
cried

the good dame. '• Yea, tnaly is it; and in the verr image
of my old go<-;i}), Goodman Brown, the grandi'ather of the

silly fellow that now is. But, would your worship b'lieve

it? my b:oom?tiek hath strangely disappeared, stolen, as

I suspect, by that unhanged witch, Goody Cory, and that,

too, when I was all anointed with the juice ot" smallage
and cinque-fo'l and wolf's-lane "—

*'
Mingled with fine wheat and the fat of a new-born

bjibe," sjiid the shape of old Goodman Brown.
" Ah, your worship knows the recipe," cried the old

lady, cackling aloud. '•
So, as I was saying, being all

ready for the meeting, and no horse to ride on, I made up
my mind to foot it ; lor they tell me, there is a nice young
man to be taken into communion to-niglit. But now your

gootl worship will lend me your arm, and we shall be there

m a twinkling."
*' That can hardly be,** answered her friend. " I may

not spare you my arm, Goody Cloyse, but here is my stat^

if you wUl."

So saying, he threw it down at her feet, where, perhaps,
it assumed life, being one of the rods which its owner had

formerly lent to the Egyptian Magi. Of this fact, how-

ever, Goodman Brown could not take co'.'iiizance. He
had cast up his eyes in astonishment, and 'coking down

Again, beheld neither Goody Cloyse nor the serpentine
staff, but his fellow-traveller alone, who waited for him as

calmly as if nothing had happened.
" That old woman taught me my catechism !

"
said the

young man ; and there was a world of meaning in this

simple comment.

They continued to walk onward, while the elder travel-

rer exhorted his companion to make good speed and per-
severe in the path, discoursing so aptly, that his arguments
teemed rather to spinng up in the bosom of his auditor,
^han to be suggested by himself. As they went, he

plucked a branch of maple, to serve for a walking-stick,
and began to strip it of the twigs and little !x>ughs, which
were wet with evening dew. The moment his fingers
touched them, they became strangely withered and dried

up, as wiih a week's sunshine. Thus the pair proceeded,
at a good free pace, until suddenly, in a gh>omy hollow of

the road, Goodman Brown sat himself down oa the stump
of a tree, and refused to go any farther.

6
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"Friend," said he, stubbornly, "my mind is made up.
Not another step will 1 budge on this errand. What if a

wretched old woman do choose to go to the devil, when I

thought she was going to Heaven ! Is that any reason

why I should quit my dear Faith, and go after her?"
" You will think better of this by-and-by," said his

acquaintance, composedly.
" Sit hei-e and rest yourself

awhile ; and when you feel like moving again, there is my
siaff to help you along."

Without more words, lie threw his companion the ma-

ple stick, and was as speedily out of sight as if he had
vanished into the deepening gloom. Tlie young man sat

a few moments by the roiad-side, applauding himself

greatly, and thinkmg with how clear a conscience lie should

meet the minister, in his morning-Avalk, nor shrink from

the eye of good old Deacon Gookin. And what calm

sleep would be his, that very night, which was to have
been spent so wickedly, but purely and sweetly new, in the

arms of Faith ! Amidst these pleasant and praiseworthy
meditations, Goodman Brown heard the tramp of horses

along the road, and deemed it advisable to conceal himself

within the verge of the forest, conscious of the guilty pur-

pose that had brought him thither, though now so happily
turned from it.

On came the hoof-ti"amps and the voices of the riders,

two grave old voices, conversing soberly as they drew
near. These mingled sountfs appeared to pass along the

road, within a few yards of the young man's hiding-phice ;

but owing, doubtless, to (he depth of the gloom, at tiiat par-
ticular spot, neither the travellei-s nor their steeds were visi-

ble. Though their figures brushed the small boughs by the

way-side, it could not be; swn that they intercepted, even for

a moment, the faint gleam from the strip of biight

sky, athwart which they must have passed. Goodman
lirown alternately crouched and stood on tip-toe, pulling
aside the branches, and thrusting foith his head as far as

he durst, without discerning so muc-li as n shadow. It

vexed him the more;, because he coidd have sworn, were

such a thing possi])le, that he recognized tlu; voices of the

minister and Deacon (Jookiii, jogging along (juietly, as

they were wont to do, when bound to some ordination

or ecclesiastical council. While yet witiiin hearing, ono
of the I'iders stopped to pluck a switch.

'Of the two, reverend Sir," said the voice like the dea-
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oon'8, "I liad rather miss an ordination-<]inner than

to-niglit's meeting. They tell nie that soi«e of our com-

niunity are to be here from Falmouth and beyond, and
others from Connecticut and Rhode Inland ; besides sev-
eral of the Indian powows, who, after their fashion, know
almost as much deviltry as the best of us. Moreover,
there is a goodly young woman to be taken into com-
nuinion."

"Mighty well, Deacon Gookin !" replied the solemn old
tones of the minister. "

Spur up, or we shall be late.

Kothing can be done, you know, until I get on the

ground."
The hoofs clattered again, and the voices, talking so

strangely in the empty air, passed on through the forest,

where no church had ever bee-n gathered, nor solitaiy
Christian prayed. AVhither, then, could these holy men
be journeying, so deep into the heathen wilderness?

Young Goodman Brown caught hold of a tree, for sup-

port, being ready to sink down on the ground, faint anl
overburthened Avitli the heavy sickness of his heart. He
looked up to the sky, doubting whether there really was a
Heaven above him. Yet, there was the blue ai*ch, and
the stars brijrliteninor in it.

" With Heaven above and Faith below, I will yet stand
firm against the devil!" cried Goodman Brown.

While he still gazed uj)ward, into the deep arch of the

firmament, and had lifted his hands to pray, a cloud,

though no wind was stiri*ing, hurried across the zenith,
and hid the brightening stars. The blue sky was still

visible, except directly overhead, whei-e this black mass
of cloud was sweeping swiftly northward. Aloft in the

air, as if from tiie depths of the cloud, came a confused

and doubtful sound of voices. Once, the listener fancied

that he could distinguish the accents of town's-people of

his own, men and women, both pious and ungodly, many
of whom he had met at the communion-table, and had
seen others rioting at the tavern. Tlie next moment, so

indistinct were the sounds, he doubted whether he had
heard aught but the murmur of the old forest, whispering
without a wind. Then came a stronger swell of those

familiar tones, heard daily in the sunshine, at Salem vil-

lage,"but never, until now, from a cloud of night. There
was one voice, of a yoyng woman, uttering hmientations,

yet within an uncertai;i sorrow, and enU'tjating for 6QDW
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favor, which, perhaps, it would grieve her to obtain. And
all the unseen niuUitude, both saints and sinners, seemed
to encourage her onward.

" Faith !

" shouted Goodman Brown, in a voce ol

agony and desperation ; and the echoes of the fbrest

mocked him, crying—" Faith 1 Faith !

"
as if biwilckrcd

wretches were seeking her, all through the wildernchS.

The cry of grief, rage, and terror, was yet piercing the

night, when the unhappy husband held his breath for a

response. There was a scream, drowned immediately in a
'

louder murmur of voices, fading into far-ofl" laugliter, as

the dm'k cloud swept away, leaving the clejir and silent

sky above Goodman Brown. iJut something flultered

lightly down through the air, and caught on the branch of

a tree. The young man seized it, and beheld a pink
ribbon.

" My faith is gone !

"
cried he, after one stupefied

moment. " There is no good on earth ; and sin is but a

name. Come, devil 1 for to thee is this world given."
And maddened with despair, so that he laughed loud

and long, did Goodman Brown grasp his staff and set

forth again, at such a rate, that he seemed to fly along the

forest-path, i-ather than to walk or run. The road grew
wilder and drearier, and more faiiitly traced, and vanished

at length, leaving him m the heart of the dark wilderness,
still rushing onward, with the instinct that guides mortal

man to evil. The whole forest was peopled with friglitful

sounds ; tho creaking of the trees, the liowling of wild

beasts, and the yell of Indians > while, sometimes the wind
tolled like a distant church bell, and sometimes gave a

broad roar around the traveller, as if all Nature were

lan:;liing liini to ecorn. liut he was himself the chief

horror of the scene, and shrank not from its other horrors.
" Ha! jia ! hal" roared Goodman Brown, when the wind

laughed at liim. ' Let us hear which will laugh loudest I

Think not to frighten me with your deviltry ! Come
witch, come wizard, come Indian powow, come devil him
pelf! and here comes Goodman Brown. You may as well

fear him as he fear you !

"

In truth, all tlirough the haunted forest, there could be

notiiing more frightful than the figure of Goodman Brown.
Gil h(j fiew, among tho black pines, brandishing his •lalf

with frcnzivd gestures, now giving vent to an inspiratoa
©f horrid blasphemy, aud now shouting forth such laughter,
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as set all the echoes of the forest laughing like demons
around him. The fiend in his own shape is less hideous,

than when he rages in the breast of man. Thus sped the

dfmoniac on liis course, until, quivering among the trees,

he saw a red light before him, as when the felled trunks

and branches of a clearing have been set oa fire, and
throw up their lurid blaze against the sky, at the hour of

midnight. He paused, in a lull of the tempest that had

driven him onward, and heard the swell of what seemed a

hymn, rolling solemnly from a distance, with the weight of

many voices. He knew the tune; It was a familiar one
in the choir of the village meeting-house. The vei-se died

heavily away, and was lengthened by a chorus not of

human voices, but of all the sounds of the benighted

wilderness, pealing in awful harmony together. Good-
man Brown cried out ; and his cry was lost to his own ear,

by its unison with the cry of the desert.

In the interval orf silence, he stole forward, cntil the

light glared full upon his eyes. At one extremity of an

open space, hemmed in by the dark waU of the forest,

arose a rock, bearing some rude, natural resemblance either

to an altar or a pulpit, and surrounded by four blazing

pines, their tops a flame, their stems untouched, like

candles at an evening meeting. The mass of foliage, that

had overgrown the summit of the rock, was all on fire,

blazing high into the night, and fitfully illuminating the

whole field. Each pendant twig and leafy festoon was in

a blaze. As the red light arose and fell, a numerous con-

gregation alternately shone forth, then disappeared in

shadow, and again grew, as it were, out of the darkness,

peoi)ling the heart of the solitary woods at once.
" A grave and dark-cla4 company !

"
quoth Goodman

Bi'own.

In truth, they were such. Among them, quivering to-

and-fro, between gloom and splendor, appeared fiices that,

would be seen, next day, at the council-hoard of the pro-

vince, and others which, Sabbath after Sabbath, looked

devoutly heavenward, and benigantly over the crowded

pews, from the holiest pulpits in the land. Some affirm,

that the lady of the governor was there. At least, there

were high dames well known to her, and wives of honored

husbands, and widows, a great multitude, and ancient

maidens, all of excellent repute, and fair young girls, who
trembled lest their mothers should espy them. Either the
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Budden gleams of light, flaming over the obscure field,

bedazzled Goodman Brown, or he recognized a score of the

church-members of Salem village, famous lor the'r especial

sanctity. Good old Deacon Gookin had arrived, and
waited at the skirts of that venerable saint, his reverend

pastor. But, irreverently consorting with these grave,

reputable, and pious people, these elders of the chuirli,
these chaste dames and dewy virgins, there were men of
dissolute lives and woman of spotted fame, wretches given
over to all mean and filthy vice, and suspected even of horrid

crimes. It was ctrange to see, that the good shrank not
from the wicked, nor were the sinners abashed by tlie

saints. Scattered, also, among their pale-faced enemies,
were the Indian priests, or powows, who had often scared

their native forest with more liideous incantations than

any known to English witchcraft.

"But, where is Faith?" thought Goodman Brown;
and, as hope came into his heart, he trembled.

Another verse of the hymn arose, a slow and mournful

strain, such as the pious love, butjoined to words which ex-

pressed all that our nature can conceive of sin, and dju'kly
hinted at far more. Unfathomable to mere mortals in the lore

of fiends. Verse after verse was sung, and still the chorus of
the desert swelled between, like the deepest tone of a

mighty organ. And, with the final peal of that dreadful

anthem, there came a sound, as if the roaring wind, the

rushing streams, the howling beasts, and every other voice

of the unconverted wilderness, were mingling and accord-

ing with (he voice of guilty man, in homage to the prince
of all. The four blazing pines threw up a loftier flame,
and obscurely discovered shapes and visages of horror on
the smoke-wreaths, above the impious assembly. At the

same moment, the fire on tlie rock shot redly forth, and
formed a glowing arch above its base, where now appeared
a figure. With reverence be it spoken, the apparition bore
no slight similitude, both in garb and manner, to some

grave divine of the New England churches.

"Bring forth the converts!" cried a voice, that echoed

through the field and rolled into the forest.

At the word, Goodman Brown stepped forth from the
shadow of the trees, and approached the congregation,
with whom he felt a loathful brotherhood, by the sympathy
of all that was wicked in his lienrt. lie could have well nigh
sworn, that the step of his own dead father beckoned him
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to advance, looking downward from asmoke-wreath, while a

woman, with dim features of despair, threw out her hand

to warn him back. Was it his mother? But he had no

power to retreat one step, nor to resist, even in tliought,

when the minister and good old Deacon Gookin seized

his arm, and led him to the blazing rock. Thither came

also the slender form of a veiled female, led between

Goody Cloyse, that pious teacher of the catechism, and

Martha Carrier, wlio had received the devil's promise to

be queen of hell. A rampant hag was she ! And tliere
'

stood the proselytes, beneath the canopy of fire.

"Welcome, my children," said the dark figure, "to the

communion of your race 1 Ye have found, thus young,

your nature and your destiny. My children, look behind

you !
"

They turned ; and flashin^T forth, as it Were, in a sheet

of flame, the fiend-worshippers were seen ; the smile of

welcome gleamed darkly on every visage.

"There," resumed the sable form, "are all whom ye
have reverenced from youth. Yc deemed them holier than

yourselves, and shrank from your own sin, contrasting it

with their lives of righteousness, and prayerful aspirations
heavenward. Yet, here are they all, in my worshipping

assembly! This night it shall be granted you to know
their secret deeds ; how hoary-bearded elders of the church

have whispered wanton v/ords to the young maids of their

households; how many a woman, eag'er for widow's weeds,
has given her husband a drink at bed-time, and let him

sleep his last sleep in her bosom ; how beardless youths
have made haste to inhc>nt their fafher's wealth ; and how
fair damsels—blush ro% sweet ones!—have dug little

graves in the garden, and bidden me, the sole guest, to an
infant's funeral. By the sympathy of your human hearts

for Gin, ye sha'l scent out all the places—whether in church,

bed-chamber, street, field or forest—where crime has

been committed, and sh.a'l exult to behold the whole earth

one stain of guilt, one mighty blood-spot. Far moi-e than

this I It shall be yours to p^inetrate, in every bosom, the

deep mystery of sin, the fountain of all wicked arts, and
which inexhaustibly supplies more evil impulses than
human jwwer—than my power, at its utmost I—can make
manifest in deeds. And now, my children, look upon
each other."

Thejr
did so; and, by the blaze of the hell-kindled
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torches, tlio wretched nfan beheld his Faith, and tlie wife

her liusband, trembliiig before that unhallowttd ahar.
*' Lo ! tliere ya stand, my children," said the figure, in

a deep and solemn tone, almost sad, with its despairing
awfulness, as if his once angelic nature could yet mourn
for our miserable race. "

Depending ujion one another's

hearts, ye had still hoped that virtue were not all a dream !

Kow are ye undeceived!—Evil is the nature of mankind.
Evil must be your only happiness. "Welcome, again, my
children, to the comnmnion of your race !

"

" Welcome 1

"
repeated the fieud-worshippei-s, in one cry

of despair and triumph.
And there they stood, the only pair, as it (seemed, who

were yet hesitating on the verge of wickedness, in this dark
world. A basin was hollowed, naturally, in the rock.

JJid it contain water, reddened by the lurid light? or was
it blood 't or, perchance, a liquid flame ? Herein did the

Shape of Evil dip his hand, and prepare to lay the mark
of baptism upon their foreheads, that they might be

partakers of the mystery of sin, more conscious of the

Becret guilt of others, both in deed and thought, than tliey

could now be of their own. The husband cast one look at

his pale wife, and Faith at him. What polluted wretches

would the next glance show them to each other, sluidder-

jiig alike at what they disclosed and what they saw !

" Faith ! Faith !

"
cried the husband. " Look up to

Heaven, and resist the Wicked One !

"

Whether Faith obeyed, he knew not. Hardly had he

spoken, when he found himself amid calm niglit and soli-

tude, listening to a roar of the wind, which died heavily

away through the forest. He staggered against the rock,

and felt it chill and damp, while a hanging twig, that had

b(?en all on fire, besprinkled his cheek with the coldest

dew.

The next morning, young Goodman Brown came

slowly into the street of Salem village, staring around
him like a bewildered man. The good old minister was

taking a walk silong the graveyard, lo get an appetite for

breakfast and m<'ditate his sermon, and bestowed a lUcss-

ing, as lie passed, on Goodman Brown. He shrank from

the venerable saint, as if to avoid an anathema. Old

Deacon Gookin was at domestic worship, and the holy
words of his prayer were heard through the open window.
** What God doth the wiziird pray to ?

"
quoth Goodman
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irown. Goody Cloyse, that excellent old Christian,

(ood in the early sunsliine, at lier own lattice, catechising
little girl, who had brought her a pint of morning's

lilk. Goodman Brown snatched away tlie child, as from
i\i grasp of the fiend himself. Turning the corner by
le meeting-house, he spied the head of Faith, with the

nk ribbons, gazing anxiously forth, and bursting into

ich joy at sight of him, tliat she skipt along the street,
id almost kissed her husband before the whole village.
ut Goodman Brown looked sternly and sadly into her

ce, and passed on without a greeting.
Had Goodman Brown fallen asleep in the forest, and

ily dreamed a wild dream of a witch-meeting?
Be it so, if you will. But, alas ! it was a dream of evil

cien for young Goodman Brown. A stem, a sad, a

rkly meditative, a distrustful, if not a desperate man,
1 he become, from the night of that fearful dream. On
e Sabbath-day, when the congregation were singing a

ly psalm, he could not listen, because an anthem of sin

shed loudly upon his ear, and drowned all the blessed

ain. AVhen the minister spoke from the pulpit, with
wer and fervid eloquence, and with his hand on the
en bible, of the sacred truths of our religion, and of

nt-like lives and triumphant deaths, and of future bliss

misery unutterable, then did Goodman Brown turn

le, dreading lest the roof should thunder down ujon the

jy blasphemer and his hearers. Often, awaking sud-

[Jy at midnight, he shrank from the bosom of Faith,
i at moniing or eventide, when the family knelt down
prayer, he scowled, and muttered to himself, and gazed
nily at his wife, and turned away. And when he had
ed long, and was borne to his grave, a hoary corpse, fol-

1 by Faith, an aged woman, and children and grand-
Idren, a goodly procession, besides neighbors, not a few,

'.y
carved no hopeful verse upon his tombstone j tor Lis

lug iiour was gloom.
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A YOUNG man, named Giovanni Guasconti, came, very

long ago, from the more southern region ef Italy, to pur«
sue liis studies at the Univeisity of Padua. Giovanni,

who had but a scanty supply of gold ducats in his pocket,
took lodgings in a high^and^ gloomy chaniber of an old

edifice, which looked not unworthy to have been the

palace of a Paduan noble, and which, in fact, exhibited

over its entrance the aimorird bearings of a familyJong_
since extinct. The young stranger, who was not unstud-

ied in the great poem of his country, recollected that one

of the ancestors of this family, and perhaps an occupant
of tliis very mansion, had been pictured by Dante as a

partaker of the immortal agonies of his Inferno. These

reminiscences and associations, together with |Di.e tendency
ttriieart'-bfeak natmal to a young man for the first time

out of his native
si)here7]caused

Giovanni to sigh heavily,

as Le looked around the desolate and ill-furnished apart-

ment.
*'
Holy Virgin, signer," cried old dame Lisabetta, who,

won by the youth's remarkable beauty _oL person, was

kindly endeavoring to give the chamber a habitable air,

"what a sigh was that to come out of a young man's

heart! Do you find this old mansion gloomy? For the

love of heaven, then, put your head out of the window,

and you will see as bright sunshute as you have left in

Kaples."
Guasconti mechanically did as the old woman advised,

but could not quite agree with her that the Lombard sun-

ehine was as chceifid as that of southern Italy. Such as

it was, liowever, it fell upon a garden beneath the window,

and expended its fostering influences on a viiriety of

plnnts, Avhicli seemed to have been cultivated with exceed-

ing care.

"Does this garden belong to the house ?" asked Gio-

vnnni.

"Heaven forbid, pignor!—unless it were fruitful ot

better pot-herbs than any that grow there now," answered

old Lisabetta. "No: that garden is cultivated by the

own hands of Signer Giaeonio Rappaccini, the famous

Doctor, who, I warrant him, lias been heard of as far as

Naples. It is said that lie distils these plants into mcdi-
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cines that are as potent as a charm. Oftentimes you may
see the sigiior Doctor at work, and perchance the signora
his daughter, too, gathering the strange flowers that grow
in the garden."
The did woman had now done what she could for the

aspect of the chamber, and, commending the young man
to the protection of Aha saints, took her departure.

Giovanni still. found no better occupation than to look

down into the garden beneath his window. From its

appearance he judged it to be one of those botanic gar-

dens, wliich were of earlier date in Pjidua than elsewhere

in Italy, or in the world. Or, not impix>bably, it might
once have been the pleasure-place of an o^julent family «

for there was the ruin of a marble f)untain in the centreTl

sculptured with rare art, but s^ wofully shattered that it
{

was impossible to trace the original design f.-om the chaos)
of remaining fragments. The water, however, continued

to gush and sparkle into the sunbeams as cheerfully aa

ever. A little gurgling sound ascended to the young
man's window, and made him feel as if a fountain were
an immortal spirit, that sung its song unceasingly, anl
without heeding the vicissitudes around it; while one cen-

tury embodied it ia marble, and another scattered the per-
ishable garniture oa the soil. All alx>ut t'le pool into

vvhieh the water subsided, grew various plants, that

seemed to require a plentiful supply of moisture for the

nourishment of gigantic leaves, and, in some instances,
flowers gorgeously magnificent. There was one shrub in

particular, set in a marble vase i.i the midst of the pool,
that bore a profusion of purple blossoms, each of which
had the lustre and richness of a gem ; and the whole '

together made a show so resplendent that it seemed

enough fo ill'jminate the garden, even had there been no
sunshine. Every portion of the soil was peopled witK

plants and herbs, which, if loss beautiful, still bore tokens
of assiduous care; as if all had their individual virtues,
known to the s;iont:fic mind that fostered them. Some
were placed ia ums, rich Av-itli old carving, and others i i

common garden-pots; some crept serpent-like along tliC

ground, or climbed on high, using whatever means of
ascent was offered them. One plant had wreathed itself

round a statue of Vertumnus, which was thus quite v^^iled

and shrouded in a drapery of hanging foliage, so happily
ftn-anged that it might have served a sculptor for a stud/.
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While Giovanni stood at the window, he heard a rual

ling behind a screen of leaves, and became aware that

person was at work in the garden. His figure soo

emerged into view, and showed itself to be that of n

common laborer, but a tall, emaciated, sallow, and sicklj

looking man, dressed in a scholar's garb of black. IT

was beyond the middle term of life, with grey hair, a tin

grey beard, and a face singularly mm-ked-iv^itli intdlec

and cultivation, but which could never, even in liis nior

youtliful days, have expressed much warmth_of heart.

Nothing could exceed the intentness with which ll.i

scientific gardener examined every slirub which .grew i

his path : it seemed as if he was looking into their inmos

nature, making observations in regard to their creativ

essence, and discovering why one leaf grew in this shap<

and another in that, and wherefore such and such flower

differed among themselves in hue and perfume. , Ncvei

theless, in spite of the deep intelligence on his part, ther

was no approach to intimacy between himself and theg

vegetable existences. [On the contrary, he avoided thei

actual touch, or the direct inhaling of their odors, with

caution that impressed Giovanni most disagreeably ;
fd

the man's demeanor was that of one walking.among malif

rant influences, such as savage beasts, or deadly s-uiikc!

or evil spirits, which, should l;e allow them one moment o

license, would wreak upon him some terrible fatality. 1

was strangely frightful to the young man's imaginsition, t

see this air of insecurity in a person cultivating a gardci

that most simple and innocent of hurnuJi toils, and wliic

(
had been alike the joy and labor of the unfiillen pareiilsn

\(n5 \ , the race. Was this garden, then, the E<kMi of the j)r(
sei

-^sL>i^ /' world?—and this man, with such a perception of haini i

^ what liid own hands caused to grow, was he the AdiiuTT

The distrustful gardener, while j)lucking away the tlfJi

leaves or ])runing the too luxuriant growth of the shriih

y^ defended his hands with a pair of thick gloves. Nor woi

the.se his only armor. When, in his walk through tl

garden, lie came to the magnificent plant that hung i'

purple gems beside the marble fountain, ho placed a kin

of mask over his mouth and nostrils, as if sill this hciuit

did but conceal a dciidlicr inidice. But finding his tJU'

still too dangerous, ho drew buck, removed the mask, an

called loudly, but in the infirm voice of a person afllecte

with inward disease :



UA.PPACCINI*8 DAUGHTBB. 77

" Beatrice !—Beatrice !
**

•* Here aiu I, my father ! "WTiat would you ?
"

cried a

ich and youthful voice from the window of the opposite
lOuse ; a voice 23 rich as a tropical. sunset, and which

nade Giovanni, though he knew not why, think of deep
lies of purple or crimsonj and of perfumes heavily delecta-

ble—-*' Are you in the garden !

"

''
Yes, Beatrice," answered the gardener,

" and I need
'our help !

"

i Soon there emerged from under a sculptured portal the

'<rure of a young girl, arrayed with as much richness of

;^s the most splendid of the flowers, beautiful as the

. and with a bloom so deep and vivid that one shade

lore would have been too much. She looked redundant

;
ith life, health, and energy ; all of which attributes were

iound

down and compressed, as it were, and girdled

msely, in their luxuriance, by her virgin zone. Yet
riovanni's fancy must have grown morbid, while he looked

own into the garden ; for the impression which the fair

ranger made upon him was as it here were another

er, the human sister of those vegetable ones, as beau-

, as they—more beautiful than the richest of them—
slill to be touched only with a glove, nor to be

)proacheu without a ma^k. As Beatrice came down the

.rden-path, it was observable that she handled and
haled the odor of several of the plants, which her father

d most sedulously avoided.
"
Here, Beatrice," said the latter,—" see how many

edful offices require to be done to our chief treasure.

Jt, shattered as I am, my life might pay the penalty
approaching it so^losely as circumstances demand,

•nceforth, I fear, this plant must be consigned to your
e charge."
•And gladly will I undertake it," cried again the rich

es of the young lady, as she bent towards the magnifi-
t plant, and opened her arms as if to embrace it.

es, my sister, my splendor, it shall be Beatrice's task

nurse and serve thee ; and thou shalt reward her with
kisses and perfume breath, which to her is as the

ath of life !

"

hen, ^^-ith all the tenderness in her manner that was so

(kingly expressed in her words, she busied herself >vith

attentions as the plant seemed to require ; and

vanni, at his lofty window, rubbed his eyes, and almost



\

78 MOSSES FROM AN' OLD MANSR.

doubled whether it were a -girl tending her favorite flowefj

or one sister performing the duties of affection to another.

'The scene soon terminated. Whether Doctor Enppaccini

had finished his labors in the garden, or tliat his watchful

eye had caught the stranger's face, he now took his

daughter's arm and retired. Night was already closing

in ; oppressive exhalations seemed to proceed from thei,

plants^ and steal upward past the open window; aiid^

Giovanni, closing the lattice, went to his couch, inid

dreamed of a rich flower and beautiful girl.
Flower and

maiden were different and yet the same, and frauglit with

some strange peril in either shape. /

But there is an influence in the light.of inorning that

tends to rectify whatever erroi-s of fancy, or even of judg-

ment, we may have incurred during the sun's decline, or

among the shadows of the night, or in the less wholesome /

glow of moonshine. Giovanni's first movement on starting
|

from sleep, was to throw open the window, and gaze down/

into the garden which his dreams had made so fertile of'

mysteries. He was surprised, and a little ashamed, to find

iiow real and matter-of-fact an affair it proved to be, in

the iirsffays of the^ sun, which gilded the dew-drops that

hung upon leaf and blossom, and, while giving a bright-

er beauty to each rare flower, brojight everything with-

in tlicJijiiuta_QfLor(Xin{iry experience. The young man re-

joiced, that, in the heart oTthe barren city, he had tlie

privilege of overlooking this spot of lovely and luxuriant

vegetation. It would serve, he said to himself, as a

Bymbolic language, to keep him in conimnnion with nature.

Neither the sickly and thought-worn Doctor Giaconio

Kappaccini, it is true, nor his brilliant daughter, wcic now

visible; so that Giovanni could not determine iiow inu-h

of iIh' singnlailty which he aftributed to both, was due to

their own (jualilics, and how nuieh to his wonder-working

i'nicy. r.iit he was inclined to take a most rational view

of the whole matter.

In the course of the day, he ]Kiid his respects to Signor
Pietro I'aglioni, ])rofessor of medicine in tin- I'niversily, a

physician of eminent repute, to whom ( liovainii had brought
U letter of introduction. 'J'Ih! professor w;is an eldeily

jici-sonage, ajiparentlv of genial nature, and habits that

mighl almo-l be culled jovial : he l<ept (he young man to

dini.e,-, and made iiimself \.iy agreealde by the fVeedom

ftpd livelincas yf \m conversivtioui especially when warmed
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by a flask or two of Tuacan wine. Giovanni, conceiving
that men of science, inhabitants of the same city, must
needs be on familiar terms with one another, took an

opportunity to mention the name of Dr. Rappaccini. But
the professor did not respoad with so much cordiality as he

had anticipated.
" 111 would it become a teacher of the divine art of

medicine," said Professor Pietro Baglioni, in answer to a

question of Giovanni,
" o withhold due and well-consid-

ered praise of a physician so eminently skilled as Rappac-
cinni. But, on the other hand, I should answer it but

scantily to my conscience, were I to permit a Avorthy youth
like yourself, Signor Giovanni, the eon of an ancient

friend, to imbibe erroneous ideas respecting a man who

might hereafter chance to hold your life and death in liis

hands. The truth is, our worshi[)ful Doctor Rappaccini
has as much science as any member of the faculty—with

perhaps one single exception—in Padua, or all Italy.
But there are certain grave objections to bis professional
character."

"And what are they ?
" asked the youcg man.

" Has my friend Giovanni any disease of body or heart,
that he is so inquisitive about physicians?" said the Pro-

fessor, with a smile. " But as for Rappaccini, it is said of
. him—and I, who know the man well, can answer for its

trutli—:hat he cares infinitely more for science than for

mankind. His patients are interesting to him only as

subjects for some new experimcRt. lie would sacrifice

human life, his own among the rest, or whatever else was
dearest to him, for the sake of adding so much as a grain
of mustard-seed to the great heap of his accumulated

knowledge."
" Methinks he is an awful man, indeed," remarked

Guasconti, mentally recalling the cold and purely intel

le.^ual aspect of Rappaccini. "And yet, worshipful Pro
fessor, is it not a noble spirit? Are tiiere many men
capable of so spiritual a love of science?"

" God forbid," answered the 1 rofessor, somewhat testily—'• at least, unless they take sounder views of the heal-

ing art than those adopted by Rappaccini. It is his

theory, that all medicinal virtues are comprised within
those substances which we term vegetable poisons. These
he cultivates with liis own hands, and is said even to have

produced new varieties of poison, more horribly deieteri-
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ous than Nature, without the assistance of this Jearne

person, would ever have plagued the world witli. Tlu

the Signer Doctor does less mischief than might be ej

pect^id, with such dangerous substances, is undeniabh

Now and then, it must be owned, he has effected—c

seemed to effect—a marvellous cure. But, to tell you m
private mind, Signor Giovanni, he should receive littl

credit for sucli instances of success—they being probabl
the woik of chance—but should be held strictly account)

ble for his failures, which may justly be considered his o\v

work."
The youth might have taken Baglioni's opinions wit

many grains of allowance, bad he known that there was

pi-«)fessional warfare of long continuance between him an

Doctor Rappaccini, in which the latter was general]

thought to have gained the advantage. If the reader I

inclined to judge for himself, we refer him to certai

1 lack-letter tracts on both sides, preserved in the mcdici

d( jiartment of the University of Padua.

"I know not, most learned Professor,*' returned Gli

vanni, after musing on what had been said of I^appn

cini's exclusive zeal for science—" I know not how dcarl

this physical! mr.y love his art ; but surely there is on

object more dear to him. He has a daughter."
*'AhaI" cried the Professor with a laugh. "So no'

our friend Giovanni's secret is out. You have heard o

this daughter, whom all tlie young men in Padua are wil

about, though not half a dozen have ever had the goo

hap to see her face. I know little of the Sigi^.ora lieatrici

save that Rappaccini is said to have instructed her dccpl

in his science, and that, young and beautiful as fani

reports her, she is already qualified to fill a j-rofessor

chair. Perchance her father destines her for mine

Other absurd rumors there be, not worth talking about, <

listening to. So now, Signor Giovanni, druik olf yoi'

glass of Lacryma."
GuMSconti returned to his lodgings somewhat heatc

with fhe wine he had quaffed, and which caused his hrai

to swim with strange fantasi(>s in reference to Doct*

Rappaccini and the beautiful Beatrice. On his way, ha|

peningio pass by a florist's, he bought a fresh bou(iuet
c

flowers.

Ascending to his chamber, he seated himself near tl

wiiidow, but within th*' shadow thrown by tl»e dcptb
o
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tbe wall, so that he could look down into the garden with

little risk of being discovered. All beneath his eye was a

solitude. The strange plants were basking in the sun-

shine, and now and then nodding gently to one another, aa

if in acknowledgment of sympathy and kindred. In the

midst, by the shattered fountain, grew the magnificent

shrub, with its purple gems clustering all over it ; they

glowed in the air, and gleamed back agsiin out of the

depths of the pool, which thus seemed to ovei-flow with

colored radiance from the rich reflection that was steejKid
in it. At first, as we have said, the garden was a solitude.

Soon, however,—as Giovanni had half-hoped, Iialf-feared,

would be the case,—a figure appeared beneath the antique

sculptured portal, and came down between the rows of

plants, inhaling their various perfumes, as if she were one

of those beings of old classic fable, that lived upon sweet

odors. On again beholding Beatrice, the young man was
even startled to perceive how much her beauty exceeded
his recollection of it ; so brilliant, so vivid in its charac-

ter, that she glowed amid the sunlight, and, as Giovanni

whispered to himself, positively illuminated the more shad-

owy intervals of the garden path. Her face being noT^r

more revealed than on the former occasion, he was struck

by its expression of simplicity and sweetness ; qualities
that had not entered into his idea of her character, and
which made him ask anew, what manner of mortal she

might be. Nor did he fail again to observe, or imagine,
an analogy between the beautiful girl and the gorgeous
shrub that hung its gem-like flowers over the fountain ; a
resemblance which Beatrice scemeil to have indulged a
fantastic humor in heightening, both by the arrangement
of her dress and the selection of its hues.

Approaching the shi-ub, she tlu-ew open her anns, as
with a passionate ardor, and drew its branches into an inti-

mate embrace ; so intimate, that her features were hiilden

in its leafy bosom, and her glistening ringlets all inter-

mingled with the flowers.
*' Give me thy breath, my sister," exclaimed Beatrice ;

"for I am faint with common air! And give me this

flower of thine, which I separate with gentlest fingers
from the stem, and place it close beside my heart."

"With these words, the beautiful daughter of Rappaccini
plucked one of the richest blossoms of the shi*ub, and waa
about to fasten it in her bosouu But now, unless Gio-

6
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vanni's draughts of wine liad bewildered liis senses, a s*n

gular incident occurred. A small orange-colored reptile,

of the lizard or chameleon species, chanced to be creeping

along the path, just at the feet of Beatrice. It appeared
to Giovanni—but, at the distance from ^vhicll he gazed, he
could scarce have seen anything so minute—it appeared to

him, however, that a drop or two of moisture from the

broken stem of the flower descended upon the lizard's

head. For an instant, the reptile contorted itself violently,
and then lay motionless in the sunshine. Beatrice observed

this remarkable phenomenon, and crossed herself, sadly,
but without surprise ; nor did she therefore hesitate to

arrange the fital flower in her bosom. There it blushed,
and almost glimmered with the dazzling effect of a precious
etone, adding to her dress and aspect the one appropriate
charm, which nothing else in the world could have

supplied. l?ut Giovanni, out of the shadow of his win-

dow, bent forward and shrank back, and murmured and
trembled.

"Am I awake? Have I my senses?" said he to him-
self. "What is this being?—^beautiful, shall I call her?—
or inexpressibly terrible?"

Beatrice now sti-ayed carelessly tlirough the garden,

rpproaching closer beneath Giovanni's window, so that he
was compelled to thrust las head quite out of its conceal-

ment, in order to gratify the intense and painful curiosity
which she excited. At this moment, there came a beau-

tii'ul insect over the garden wall; it had perhaps wandered

through tlie city and found no flowers nor verdure among
those anticjue haunts of men, until the lieav^' perfumes of

Doctor liai)paccini's shrubs had lured it from afar. Wiih-
out aliglitingon the flowers, this winged brightness seemed
to be attracted Ly Beatrice, and lingered in the tur and
fluttered abovt li{>r head. Kow here it coidd not be hut

that Giovanni Guasconti's eyes deceived liim. Be that iis

it might, ho fancied tluit "while Beatrice was gazing at the

insect with childish delight, it grew faint and fell at her

fi'trt!—its bright wings shivered I it was dead!—from no
cause that he could discern, uidess it were tlie afniospher*'
of her breath. Again Beatrice crossed herself and sighed

heavily, as she bent over the dead insect.

An impulsive movement of Giovanni drew her eyes to

the window. There she beheld the beautiful head of the

young man—ratlier a Grecian than an Italian head, with
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fair, regular features, and a glistening of gold among hia

ringlets
—gazing down upon her like a being that hovered

in mid-{iir. Scarcely knowing wliat he did, Giovanni

threw down the bouquet which he had hitherto held in his

hand.

"Signora," said he, "there are pure and healthful flow-

ers. Wear them for the sake of Giovanni Guasconti!"

"Thanks, Signor," replied Beatrice, with her rich voice

that pame forth as it were like a gush of nuif<ic; and with

a mirthful expression half childish and half woman-like.

*'I accept your gift, tmd would fain recompense it with this

precious purple flower; but if I toss it into the air, it will

not reach you. So Signor Guasconti must even content

liimself with my thanks."

She lilted the bouquet fr(Mn the ground, and then as if

inwardly ashamed at having stepped aside from her maid-

enly reserve to respond to a stranger's greeting, passed

swiftly homeward through the garden. But, few as the

moments were, it seemed to Giovanni when she was on
the yto'iui of vanishing beneath the sculptured portal, that

his beautiful bouquet was already beginning to wither in

her grafip. It was an idle thought; there could be no

[wssibility of distinguishing a faded flower from a fresh

one, at so great a distance.

For many days after this incident, the young man
avoided the window that looked into Doctor Kappaccini's
gjirden, as if something ugly and monstrous would have
blasted his ej'e-sight, had he been betrayed into a glance-
He felt conscious of having put himself, to a certain extent,
within the influence of an unintelligible power, by tlio

communication which he had opened with Beatrice. Tlie
wisest course would have been, if his heart were in any real

«langer, to quit his lodgings and Padua itself, at once ; the
next wiser, to have accustomed himself, as far as possilde,
to the familiar and day-light view of Beatrice; thus bring-
ing her rigidly and systematically within the limits of

ordinary experience. Least of all, while avoiding her

eight, should Giovanni have remained so near this extra-

ordinary being, that the proximity and possibility even of

intercourse, should give a kind of substance and reality to

the wild vagaries which his imagination ran riot continu-

r.lly in producing. Guasconti had not a deep heart—or at

all events, its dej)ths were not sounded now—bnt he ha<l a

quick fancy, and an ardent southern tem^erameut, which
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rose every instant to a higher fever-pitch. Whether or no
Beatrice possessed those terrible attributes—that fatal

breath—the alfinity with those beautil'ul and deadly flow-

ers—which were indicated by whiit Giovanni had wit-

nessed, she had at least instilled a fierce and subtle poison
into his system. It was not love, although her ri(!h beauty
was a madness to him ; nor horror, even while he fancied

her spirit to be imbued with the same baneful essence that

seemed to pervade her physical frame
; but a w^ild oflrspring

of both love and horror tliat had each parent in it, and
burned like one and shivered like the other. Giovanni
knew not what to dread; still less did he know what to

hope; yet hope and dread kept a continual warfare in his

breast, alternately vanquishing one another and starting

up afresh to renew the contest. Blessed are all simple
emotions, be they dark or bright! It is the lurid inter-

mixture of the two that produces the illuminating blaze of

the infernal regions.
Sometimes he endeavored to assuage the fever of his

spirit by a rapid walk through the streets of Padua, or

beyond its gates; his footsteps kept time w'ith the throb-

bings of his brain, so that the walk was apt to accelerate

itself to a race. One day, he found himself arrested ; his

arm was seized by a portly personage Avho had turned back
on recognizing the young man, and expended much breath

in overtaking him.

''Signer Giovanni!—stay, my young friend!" cried he.

"Have you forgotten m*?? Tliat might well be the case,
if I were as much altered us yourself."

It was Baglioni, whom Giovanni liad avoided, ever since

their first meeting, from a doubt that the piofcssor's

sagacity Avould look too deeply into his secrets. Kndeavor-

ing to recover himself, he stared forth wildly from his inner

world into the outer one, and spoke like a man in a
dream.

"Yes; I am Giovanni Guasconti. You are Professor

Pietro Baglioni. Now let me pass!"
"Not yet—not yet, Signor Giovanni Guasconti," said

the Professor, smiling, but at the same lime scrutinizing
the youth with an earnest glance "What; did I giow up
side by side with your father, and shall bis son j)ass me
like a stranger, in these old streets of Padua? Stand still,

Signor Giovanni; for we must have a wprd or two befora

we prtf"
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**
Speedily, then, most worshipful Professor, speedily!"

said Giovuimi, with feverish impatience. ''Does not your

woi-sliip see that I am in haste?"

Now, while he was speaking, there came a man in black

along the street, stooping and moving feebly, like a person
hi inferior health. His face was all overspread with a

most sickly and sallow hue, yet so pervaded with an

expression of piercing and active intellect, that an observer

miglit easily liave overhwked the merely physiciil attri-

butes, and have seen only this wondeiful energy. As he

passed, this pei-son exchanged a cold and distant salutation

witli Baglioni, but fixed his eyes upon Giovanni with an

intentness that seemed to biing out whatever was within

him worthy of notice. Nevertheless, there was a peculiar

quietness in the look, as if taking merely a speculative, not

a human interest, in the young man.
"It is Doctor Rappaccini!" whispered the Professor,

when the stranger had passed—"Has he ever seen your
face before ?

"

" Not that I know,*' answered Giovanni, starting at the

name.
"He has Seen you!—he must have seen you!" said

Baglioni, hastily. ''For some purpose or other, this man
of science is making a study of you. I know that look of

Jiis! It is the same that coldly illuminates his face, as he
bends over a bird, a mouse, or a buttei-fly, which, in pur.
suance of some experiment, he has killed by the perfume
of a flower;—a look as deep as nature itself, but without

nature's wannth of love. Signor Giovanni, I will stake

my hfe upon it, you are the subject of one of Rappaccini's

experiments!"
" Will you make a fool of me ?

'*
cried Giovanni, pas-

sionately. '•'That, Signor Professor, were an untoward

experiment."
"
Patience, patience!'* replied the imperturbable Pro-

fessor. " I tell thee, my poor Giovanni, that Rappaccini
has a scientific interest in thee. Tliou hast fallen into

fearful hands! And the Signora Beatrice? "What part
does she act in this mystery ?"

But Guasconti, finding Baglioni's pertinacity intolera-

ble, here broke away, and was gone before the Professor

could again seize his arm. He looked after the young
man intently, and shook his head.

"This must not be," said Baglioni to himself. "Tho
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youtli 13 the son of my old friend, and shall not come to

any harm from v/liich the arcana of medical science can

preserve him. Besides, it is too insufferable an imperti-
nence in Rappaccini thus to snatch the lad out of my own
hands, as I may say, and make use of him for his infernal

experiments. This daughter of his! It shall be looked

to. Perchance, most learned Rappaccini, I may foil you
where you little dream of it !

"

Meanwhile, Giovanni had pursued a circuitous route,
and at length found himself at the door of his lodgings.
As he crossed the threshold, he was met by old LisabetUi,
who smirked and smiled, and was evidently desirous to

attract his attention; vainly, however, as the ebullition of

his feelings had momentarily subsided into a cold and dull

vacuity. He turned his eyes full upon the withered face

that was puckering itself into a smile, but seemed to behold

it not. The old dame, therefore, laid her grasp upon his

cloak.

"Signor!
—

Signor!
'

whispered she, still Avith a smile

over the whole breadth of her visage, so that it looked

not unlike a grotesque carving in wood, darkened by cen-

turies—"Listen, Signor! There is a private entrance

into the garden !

"

"What do you say?" exclaimed Giovanni, turning

quickly about, as if an inanimate thing should start into

feverish life.—"A private entrance into Doctor Rappac*
cini's garden !

"

*'Hush! hush!—not so loud!" whispered Lisabetta,

putting her hand over his mouth. "Yes; into the ww-
shipful Doctor's garden, where you niay see all his fine

shrubbery. Many a young man in Padua would give gold
to be admitted among those flowers."

Giovanni put a piece of gold into her hand.
"Slow me the way," Baid he.

A surmise, probably excited by his conversation with

Baglioni, crossed his mind, that this interpositon of old

Lisabetta might perchance be coiniected with the intrigue,
whatever were its nature, in which the Professor seemed
to suppose that Doctor Rappaccini was involving him.

Put such a susj)ic'ion, though it disturbed Giovanni, was

inadequate to restrain him. The instant he was aware of

the possibility tf approaching liealriee, it seemed an abso-

lute neeessit}' of his existence to do so. It mattered not

whether she were angel or demon ; he was irrcvocivbljr
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within her sphere, and must obey the law that whirled

him onward, in ever lessening circles, towards a result

which he did not attempt to foreshadow. And yet, strange
to say, there came across him a sudden doubt, whether

this intense interest on his part were not delusory—wliether

it were really of so deep and positive a nature as to justify

him in now thrusting himself into aa incalculable position—whether it were not merely the fantasy of a young
man's brain, only slightly, or not at all, connected with

his heart!

He paused
—liesitated—turned half about—but again

went on. His withered guide led him along several ob-

scure passages, and finally undid a door, through which, as

it was opened, there came the sight and sound of rustling

leaves, with the broken sunshine glimmering among tliem.

Giovanni stepped forth, and forcing himself through the

entanglement of a shrub that wreathed it3 tendrils over

the hidden entrance, he stood beneath his own window,
in the open area of Doctor Rappaccini's garden.
How often is it the case, that, when impossibilities have

come to pass, and dreams have condensed their misty sub-

stance into tangible realities, we find ourselves calm, and
even coldly self-possessed, amid circumstances which it

would have been a delirium of joy or agony to anticipate!
Fate delights to thwart us thus. Passion will choose his

own time to rush upon the scene, and lingers sluggishly

behind, when an appropriate adjustment of events would
seem to summon his appearance. So was it now with

Giovanni. Day after day, his pulses had throbbed with
feverish blood, at the improbable idea of an interview with

Beatrice, and of standing with her, face to face, in this

very garden, basking in the oriental sunshine of her

beauty, and snatching from lu-r f.iU gaze the mystery
which he deemed the riddle of his own existence. But
now there was a singular and untimely equanimity within

his breast. He threw a glance around the garden to dis-

cover if Beatnce or her father were present, and perceiv-

ing that he was alone, began a critical observation of the

plants.
The aspect of one and all of them dissatisfied him ;

their gorgeousness seemed fierce, passionate, and even un-

natunil. There was hardly an individual shrub which a

wanderer, straying by himself through a forest, would not

have beea startled to find growing wUd, as if an unearthly
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face had glared at him out of the thicket. Several, alga,

would have shocked a delicate instinct by an appearance
of artificialness, indicating that there had been such com-

mixture, and, as it were, adultery of various vegetable

species, that the })roduction was no longer of God's mak-

ing, but the monstrous offspring of man's depraved faiicy,

glowing with only an evil mockery of beauty. They were

probably the result of experiment, which, in one or two

cases, had succeeded in mingling plants individually lovtly
into a compound possessing the questionable and ominous
character that distinguished the whole growth of the gar-
den. In fine, Giovanni recognized but two or three plants
in the collection, and those of a kind that he well knew
to be poisonous. While busy with these contemplations,
he heard the rustling of a silken garment, and turning,
beheld Beatrice emerging from beneath the sculptured

portal.
Giovanni had not considered with himself what should

be his deportment; whether he should aj)ologize for his

intiusion into the garden, or assume that he was there

with the privity, at least, if not by the desire, of Doctor

Rappaccini or his daughter. But Beatrice's nuwinei

placed him at his ease, though leaving him still in doubt

by what agency he had gained admittance. She came,

lightly along the path, and met him near the broken foun-

tain. There was surprise in her face, but brightened by a

simple and kind expression of pleasure.
"You are a connoisseur in flowers. Signer," said Beat-

rice, with a smile, alluding to the bouquet wliicli he had

flung her from tlic window. "It is no marvel, tliercforc,

if the sight of my father's rare collection tins tempted you
to take a nearer view. If he were Ik re lie could tell you
niiiny strange and interesting facts as to the nature and
habits of these shrubs, for he has spent a lil'itime in such

studies, and this garden is his world."

"And yourself, lady"—observed Giovanni—"if f:ime

says true—you, likewise, are deeply skilled in the virtues

indicated by llies(! rich blossoms, and these spicy perfumes.
Would you deign to ho my instructress, I should prove an

npter scholar tlian under Signer Rappaccini himsell."

"Aie there such idle rumors?" asked Beatrice, with the

music of a pleasant laugli. "Do people say that I am
skilled in my father's science of plants? What a jest is

there I No; though I have grown up among these flowers,
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I know no more of them than their hues and perfume ; and

sometimes, methinks I would fain rid myself of even that

small knowledge. There are many dowers here, and
those not the least brilliant, that shock and offend me,
when they meet my eye. But, pray, Signor, do not believe

these stories about my science. Believe nothing of me
siive what you see with your own eyes."

" And must I believe all that I have seen with my own

eyes?" asked Giovanni, pointedly, while the recollection

of former scenes made him shrink. "No, Signora, you
demand too little of me. Bid me believe nothing, save

what comes from your own lips."
It would appear that Beatrice understood him. Tliere

came a deep flush to her cheek; but she looked full into

Giovanni's eyes, and responded to his gaze of uneasy sus-

picion with a queen-like liaughtiness.
" I do so bid you, Signor !

"
she replied.

"
Forget what-

ever you may have fancied in regard to me. If true to

the outward senses, still it may be false in its essence.

But the words of Beatrice Rappaccini's lips are true from
the heart outward. Those you may believe !

"

A fervor glowed in her wliole aspect, and beamed

upon Giovanni's consciousness like the light of truth itself.

But while she spoke, there was a fragrance in the atmos-

phere around her, rich and delightful, though evanescent,

yet which the young man, from an indefinable reluctance,

scarcely dared to draw into his lungs. It might be the

odor of the flowers. Could it be Beatrice's breath, which
thus embalmed her words with a strange richness, as if by
steeping them in her heart? A faintness passed like a
shadow over Giovanni, and flitted away; he seemed to gaze
through the beautiful girl's eyes into her transparent soul,
and felt no more doubt or fear.

The tinge of passion that had colored Beatrice's manner
vanished; she became gay, and appeared to derive a pure
delight from her communion with the youth, not unlike
what the maiden of a lonely island might have felt, con-

versing with a voyager from the civilized world. Evidently
her experience of life had been confined within the limits

of that garden. She talked now about matters as sim[ile
as the day-light or summer-clouds, and now asked questions
in reference to the city, or Giovanni's distant home, his

friends, his mother, and his sisters; questions indicating
fucb eeclusion, and such lack of familiarity with modes and
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forms, that Giovanni responded as if to an infant. Her

spirit gushed out before him like a fresh rill, that was just

catching its first glimpse of the sunlight, and wondering at

the reflections of earth and sky which were flung into its

bosom. Thei-e came tlioughts, too, from a deep source,

and fantasies of a gem-like brilliancy, as if diamonds and
rubies sparkled upward among the bubbles of the fountain.

Ever and anon, there gleamed across the young man'^

mind a sense of wonder, that he should be walking side by
side with tiie being who had so wrought upon his imagi-
nation—whom he had idealized in such hues of terror—in

whom he had positively witnessed such manifestations of

dreadful attributes—that he should be conversing with

Beatrice like a brother, and should find lier so human and

so maiden-like. But such reflections were only momen-

tary ; the effect of her character was too real, not to make
itself familiar at once.

In this free intercourse, they had strayed through the

garden, and now, after many turns among its avenues,

were come to the shattered fountain, beside which grew
the magnificent shrub with its treasury of glowing blos-

soms. A fragrance was diffused from it, which Giovanni

recognized as identical with that which he had attributed

to Beatrice's breath, but incomparably more powerfd.
As her eyes fell upon it, Giovanni beheld her press her

hand to her bosom, as if her heart were throbbing sud-

denly and painfully.
"For the first time in my life," murmured she, address-

ing the shrub, "I had forgotten thee!"

'I remember, Signora," said Giovanni, "that you once

promised to reward me with one of these living gems for

tlie bouquet, which I hail the happy boldness to fling to

your feet. Permit me no\v to pluck it as a memorial of

this interview."

lie made a step towards the shrub, with extended hand.

But Beatrice darted forward, uttering a shriek that went

through his heart like a dagger. She cauglit liis hand,

and drew it back with the whole force of her slender

figure. Giovanni felt her touch thrilling through his

fibres.
" Touch it not 1

" exclaimed she, in a voice of agony.
« Not for thy life ! It is fital !

"

Then, hiding lier face, she fled from him, and vanished

beneath the sculptured portal.
As Giovanni follov.'c<l her
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wi;:h liis eyes, he beheld the emaciated figure and pale

intelligence of Doctor Rappaccini, Avho had been watch-

ing the scene, he knew not how long, within the shadow
of tiie entrance.

"No sooner was Guasconti alone in his chamber, than

the image of Beatrice came back to his passionate mus-

ings, invested witli all the witchery that had been gather-

ing around it ever since his first glimpse of her, and now
likewise imbued with a tender warmth of girlish woman-
hood. She was human : her nature was endowed witli all

gentle and feminine qualities ; she was worthiest to be

worshipped ; siie was capable, surely, on her pai-t, of the

height and heroism of love. Those tokens, which he had
hitherto considered as proofs of a frightful peeuliaiity in

her physical and moral system, were now either forgotten,

or, by the subtle sophistry of passion, transmuted into a

golden crown of enchantment, rendering Beatrice the

more admirable, by so much as she was the more unique.
"Whatever had looked ugly, was now beautiful ; or, if

incapable of such a change, it stole away and hid itself

among tliose shapeless halt-ideas, which throng the dim

region beyond the daylight of our perfect consciousness.

Thus did Giovanni spend the night, nor fell asleep, until

the dawn ha<^l begun to awake the slumbering flowers in

Doctor Rappaccini's garden, whither his dreams doubtless

led him. Up rose the sun in his due season, and flinging
his beams upon the young man's eyelids, awoke him to a
sense of pain. When thoroughly aroused, he became
sensible of a burning and tingling agony in his hand—in

in his right hand—the very hand which Beatrice had

grasped in her own, when he was on the point of plucking
one of the gem-like floweis. On the back of that hand
there was now a purple print, hke that of four small fin-

gers, and the likeness of a slender thumb upon his wrist.

Oh, how stubbornly does love—or even that cunning
semblance of love which flourishes in the imagination,
but strikes no depth of root into the heart—how stub-

bornly does it hold its fmth, until the moment come, when
it is doomed fo vanish into thin mist ! Giovanni wrapt a

handkerchief about his hand, and wondered what evil

thing had stung him, and soon forgot his pain in a reverie

of Beatrice.

After the first interview, a second was in the inevitable

course of what we call fate. A third ; a fourth ; and a
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meeting with Beatrice in the garden was no longer an

incident in Giovanni's daily life, but tlie whole space in

which he might be said to live; for the anticipation and

memory of tbat ecstatic hour made up the remainder.

Nor was it otherwise witli the daughter of Riippaccini.
She watched for the youth's appearance, ai.d licw to his

side with confidence as unreserved as if they had been

playmates from early infjincy
—as if they were such play-

mates still. If, by any unwonted chance, lie failed to

come at the appointed moment, she stood beneath the

window, and sent up the rich sweetness of her tones to

float around him in his chamber, and echo and reverberate

throughout his heart—"Giovanni! Giovanni! "Why tar-

riest tliou? Come down !"—And down he hasteiud into

'that Eden of poisonous flowers.

But, with all this intimate familiarity, there was still a
reserve in Beatrice's demeanor, so rigidly and invariably

sustained, that the idea of infringing it scarcely occurred

to his imagination. By all appreciable signs, they Ida ed ;

they had looked love, with eyes that conveyed the holy
secret from the depths of one soul into the depths of the

other, as if it were too sacred to be whispered by the

way ; they had even spoken love, in those gushes of
\
ns-

sion when their spirits darted forth in articulated bnutb,
like tongues of long-hidden flame ; and yet there had been

no seal of lips, no clasp of hands, nor any slightest carcpn,

such as love claims and hallows. He lii.d never touched

one of the gleaming ringlets of her hair; her garment—-

so marked was the physical barrier between them—had

never been waved against him by a breeze. On the few

occasions when Giovanni had seemed tempted to over-

step the limit, Beatrice grew so sad, so stern, and withal

wore such a look of desperate separation, shuddering at

itself, that not a spoken word was requisite to repel him.

At such limes, he was startled at the horrible suspicions
that rose, monster-like, out of the caverns of his heart,

and stared him in the face ; his love grew thin and faint

as the morning-mist; his doubts alone had substance.

But when Beatrice's face brightened again, after the

momentary shadow, she was transformed at once from the

mysterious, questionable being, wiiom he had watched with

BO much awe and horror; she was now the beautiful and

unsophisticated girl, whom he felt that his spirit knew
with a certainty beyond all other knowledge.
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A considerable time had now passed since Giovanni's

last meeting with Baglioni. One morning, however, he

was disagreeably surprised by a visit from tlie Professor,
Avhom he had scarcely thought of for whole weeks, and
would willingly have forgotten still longer. Given up, aa

he had long been, to a pervatling excitement, he could

tolerate no companions, except upon condition of their

perfect sympathy with his present state of feeling. Such

sympathy was not to be expected from Professor Baglioni.
The visitor chatted carelessly, for a few moments, about

the gossip of the city and the Uaiversity, and then took

up another topic.
" I have been reading an old classic author lately," said

he,
" and met with a story that strangely interested me.

Possibly you may remember it. It is of an Indian prince,
who sent a beautiful woman as a present to Alexander the

Great. She was as lovely as the dawn, and gorgeous as

the sunset ; but what especially distinguished her was a
certain rich perfume in her breath—^richer than a garden
of Persian roses. Alexander, as was natural to a youth-
ful conqueror, fell in love at first sight with this magnifi-
cent stranger. But a certain sage physician, happening
to be present, discovered a terrible secret in regard to

her."

"And what was that?" asked Giovanni, turning his

eyes downward to avoid those of the Professor.
" That this lovely woman," continued Baglioni, with

emphasis,
" had been nourished with poisons from her

birth upward, until her whole nature was so imbued with

them, that she herself had become the deadliest poison in

existence. Poison was her element of life. With that

rich perfume of her breath, she blasted the very air. Her
love would have been poison !—her embrace death 1 Is

not this a marvellous tale ?
"

" A chililish fable," answered Giovanni, nervously start-

ing from his chair. " I marvel how your worship finds

time to read such nonsense, among your graver studies."
" By the bye," said the Professor, looking uneasily

about him,
" what singular fragrance is this in your apart-

ment ? Is it the perfume of your gloves? It is faint,

but delicious, and yet, after all, by no means agreeable.
Were I to breathe it long, methink* it would make me ilL

It is like the breath of a flower—but I aee no flowers ia

*he chambw.**
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** Nor are tliere any," replied Giovanni, who had turned

pale as the Professor spoke; "nor, 1 think, is there any
fragrance, except in your worshii)'s imagination. Odors,

being a sort of element combined of the sensual and the

spiritual, are apt to deceive us in this manner. The recol-

lection of a perfume—the bare idea of it—may easily be
mistaken for a present reality."

*' Aye ; but my sober imagination docs not often play
such tricks," said Baglioni ;

*' and Avcrc I to fancy any
kind of odor, it would be that of some vile apothecary

drug, wherewith my fingers are likely enough to be imbued.

Our worshipful friend Rappaccini, as I have heard,
tinctures liis medicaments with odors richer than those of

Araby. J3oubtless, likewise, the fair and learned Signora
Beatrice would minister to her patients Avith draughts as

sweet as a maiden's breath. But woe to him that sips
them !

"

Giovanni's face evinced many contending emotions.

The tone in which the Professor alluded to the pure and

lovely daughter of Rappaccini was a torture to his soul;

and yet, the intimation of a view of her character, opposite
to his own, gave instantaneous distinctness to a thousand

dim suspicions, which now grinned at hiiu like so many
demons. But he strove hard to quell them, and to

respond to Baglioni with a true lover's perfect faith.

"
Signor Professor," said he,

"
you were my father's

friend—perchance, too, it is your purpose to act a friendly

part towards his son. I would fain feel nothing towards

you save respect and deference. But I pray you to

observe, Signor, that there is one subject on which we
must not speak. You know not the Signora Beatrice.

You cannot, therefore, estimate the wrong—the blasphemy,
I may even say—that is offered to her character by a liglit

cr injurious word."

"Giovanni!—my poor Giovanni!" answered the Pro-

Assor, with a calm expression of pity, "1 kr.ow this

wr('t(;hed girl far better than yourself. You shall hear

the truth in respect to the poisoner Rappaccini, and his

poisonous daughter. Yes ; poisonous as she is beautiful !

Listen ; for even should you do violence to my grey hairs,

it shnll not silence me. That old fable of the Indian

wniuaii liasb('c(»nie a truth, by the deep and deadly science

of Happacciiii, and in the person of the lovely Beatrice I
"

Giovwid groaned and hid his face.
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**Her father," continued Baglioni,
" was not restrained

by natural afFectioii from oifering up his child, in this

horrible manner, as the victim of his insane zeal for

science. For—let us to do him justice
—he is as true a man

of science as ever distilled his own heart in an alembic

What, then, "will be your fate ? Beyond a doubt, you are

>elected as the material of some new experiment. Perhaps
the result is to be death—perhaps a fate more awful stiil i

Happaccini, with what he calls the interest of science be-

fore his eyes, will hesitate at nothing."
'' It is a dream !

" muttered Giovanni to himself,
"
surely it is a dream !

"

" But," resumed the professor, "be of good cheer, sou

of my friend ! It is not yet too late for the rescue.

Possibly, we may even succeed in bringing back this mis-

erable child within the limits of ordinary nature, from
which her father's madness has estranged her. Behold
this little silver vase ! It was wrought by the hands of

the renowned Benvenuto Cellini, and is well worthy to be
a love-gift to the fiurest dame in Itnly. But its contents

are invaluable. One little sip of this antidote would have
rendered the most virulent poisons of the Borgias innocu-

lous. Doubt not that it will be as efiicacious against those

of Rappaccini. Bestow the vase, and the precious liquid
within it, on your Beatrice, and hopefully await the

result."

Baglioni laid a small, exquisitely wrought silver phial
on the table, and withdrew, leaving what he had said to

produce its effect upon the young man's mind.
" We will thwart Rappaccini yet !

"
thought he, chuck-

hng to himself, as he descended the staii-s. '
But, let us

fjonfess the truth of him, he is a wonderful man !—a
wonderful man indeed I A vile empiric, however, in his

practice, and therefore not to be tolerated by those who
respect the good old rules of the medical profession !

'*

Througliout Giovanni's whole acquaintimce with Beat-

rii-e, he liad occasionably, as we have said, been haunted

hy dark surmises as to her character. Yet, so thoroughly
had she made herself felt by him as a simple, natural, most
affectionate and guileless creature, that the image now
lield up by Professor Baglioni, looked as strange and
incredible, as if it were not in accordance with his own
original conception. True, there were ugly recollections

connected with his first glimpses of the beautiful girl; he
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could not quite forget the bouquet that wllhored in heP

grasp, and the insect that perished amid the sunny air, bjr

no ostensible agency save the fragrance of her breath.

These incidents, however, dissolving in the pure light of

her character, had no longer the eificacy of facts, but were

acknowledged as mistaken fantasies, by whatever tesli-

mony of the senses they might appear to be substantiated.

There is something truer and more real, than what we can

see with the eyes, and touch with the finger. On such

better evidence, had Giovanni founded his confidence in

Beatrice, though rather by the necessary force of her high

attributes, than by any deep and generous faith on his

part. But, now, his spirit was incapable of sustaining
itself at the height to which the early enthusiasm of passion
had exalted it; he fell down, grovelling among earthly

doubts, and defiled therewith the pure whiteness of

Beatrice's image. Not that he gave her up ; he did but

distrust. lie resolved to institute some decisive test that

should satisfy him, once for all, whether there were those

dreadful peculiarities in her physical nature, which could

not be supposed to exist without some corresponding

monstrosity of soul. His eyes, gazing down afar, might
have deceived him as to the lizard, the insect, and the

flowers. But if he could witness, at the distance of a few

paces, the sudden blight of one fresh and healthful flower

in Beatrice's hand, there would be room for no further

question. With this idea, he hastened to the florist's, and

purchased a bouquet that was still gemmed with the

morning dew-drops.
It was now the customary hour of his daily interview

with Beatrice. Before descending into the garden,
Giovanni failed not to look at his figure in the mirror; a

vanity to be expected in a beautiful young man, yet, as

displaying itself at that troubled and feverish moment,
the token of a certain shallowness of feeling and insincerity

of cliaracter. He did gaze, however, and said to himself,

that his features had never before possessed so rich a

grace, nor his eyes such vivacity, nor liis cheeks so warm
a hue of superabundant life.

" At least," thought he, " her poison has not yet insinu'

ated itself into my system. I am no flower to perish in

her grasp !

"

"With that thought, he turned his eyes on the bouquet,

vbich he iiad never once laid aside from his handi A
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thrill of indefinable horror shot through his frame, on per-

ceiving that those dewy flowers were already beginning to

droop ; they wore the aspect of things that had been fresh

and lovely, yesterday. Giovanni grew white as marble,
and stood motionless befoi-e the mirror, staring at his own
reflection there, as at the likeness of something frightful.

He remembered Baglioni's remark about the fRigrance
that seemed to pervade the chamber. It must have been

the poi.son in his breath ! Then he shuddered—shuddered

at himself! Recovering from his stupor, he began to

watch, with curious eyes, a spider that was busily at work,

hanging its web from the antique cornice of the apartment,

crossing and re-crossing the artful system of interwoven

lines, as vigorous and active a spider as ever dangled from
an old ceiling. Giovanni bent towards the insect, and
emitted a deep, long breath. The spider suddenly ceased

its toil ; the web vibrated with a tremor originating in tlie

body of the small artisan. Again Giovanni sent forth a

breath, deeper, longer, and imbued with a venomous

feeling out of his heart ; he knew not whether he were
wicked or oidy desperate. The spider made a convulsive

gripe with his limbs, and hung dead across the window.
" Accursed ! Accursed !

" muttered Giovanni, atldress-

3ng himself. " Hast thou grown so poisonous, that this

deadly insect perishes by thy breath?"
At that moment, a rich, sweet voice floating up from the

garden :—
" Giovanni ! Giovanni ! It is past the hour ! Why

tarriest thou 1 Come down !
"

"
Yes," muttered Giovanni again.

*' She is the only
being whom my breath may not slay ! Would that it

might !

"

He rushed down, and in an instant, was standing before
the bright and loving eyes of Beatrice. A moment ago,
his wrath and despair had been so fierce that he could
have desired nothing so much as to wither her by a glance.
But, with her actual presence, there came influences which
had too real an existence to be at once shaken oft"; recol-

lections of the delicate and benign j)Ovver of her feminine

.nature, which had so often enveloped him in a religious
Kcalm ; recollections of many a holy and passionate out-

^gush of her heart, when tlie pure fountain had been un-

sealed fi-om its depths, and niad<; visible in its transparency
to his mental eye; recollections which, had Giovanni
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known how to estimate them, would have assured hini that

all this ugly mystery was but an earthly illusion, and that,

whatever mist of evil might seem to have gathered over

her, the real Beatrice was a heavenly angel. Incapable
as he was of such high faith, slill her presence had not

utterly lost its magic. Giovanni's rage was quelled into

an aspect of sullen insensibility. Beatrice, with a quick

spiritual sense, immediately felt that there was a gulf of

blackness between them, which neither he nor she could

pass. They walked on together, sad and silent, and came
thus to the marble fountain, and to its pool of water on
the ground, in the midst of which grew the shrub that

bore gem-like blossoms. Giovanni was affrighted at th3

eager enjoyment—the appetite, as it were—with which he

found himself inhaling the fragrance of the flowers.

"Beatrice," asked he abrubtly, "whence came thia

shrub!"
*' My father created it," answered she, with simplicity.
" Created it ! created it 1

"
repeated GiovannL " YiThat

mean you, Beatrice ?
"

^ *' He is a man fearfully acquainted wi;h the secrets of

nature," replied Beatrice ; *'and, at the hour when I first

drew breath, this plant sprang from the soil, the offspring
of his science, of his intellect, while I was but his earthly
child. Approach it not «

" continued she, observing with

terror that Giovanni was drawing nearer to the shrub.

<*It has qualities that you little dream of. But I, dearest

Giovanni,—I grew up and blossomed with the plant, and
was nourished with its breath. It was my sister, and I

loved it with a human affection : for—alas ! hast thou not

suspected it ? there was an awful doom."
Here Giovanni fi^owned so darkly upon her that Beat-

rice paused and trembled. But her faith in his tenderness

reassured her, and made her blush that she had doubted

foi; an instant.
" There was an awful doom," she continued,—** the

effect of my father's fatal love of science—which estranged
me from all society of my hind. Until Heaven sent thee,

dearest Giovanni, Oh ! how lonely was thy poor Beatrice I
"

"Was it a hard doom?" asked Giovanni, fixing his eyes

apon her.
"
Only of late have I known how hard it was,'* answered

she ti^nderly.
•*
Oh, yes ; but my heart was torpid, and

therefore ^uictt"
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Giovanni's rage broke forth from his sullen gloom like

a lightning-flash out of a dark cloud.

"Accursed one!" cried he, with venomous scorn and

anger.
" And finding thy solitude wearisome, thou hast

severed me, likewise, from all the warmth of life, and en-

ii.:ed me into thy region of unspeakable horror!"

"Giovanni!" exclaimed Beatrice, turning her large

l)right eyes upon his face. The force of his words had not

i jund it3 way into her mind; she was merely thunder-

struck.
"
Yes, poisonous thing !

"
repeated Giovanni, beside him-

self with ])assion. "Thou hast done it! Thou hast

blasted me! Tliou hast tilled my veins with poison!
Thou hast made me as hateful, as ugly, as loathsome and

deadly a creature as thyself,
—a world's wonder of hideous

monstrosity ! Now—if our breath be happily as fatal to

ourselves as to all others—let us join our lips in one kiss

of unutterable hatred, and so die !

"

"What has befallen me ?" murmured Beatrice, with a
Ijw moan out of her heart, "Holy Virgin pity me, a poor
heart-broken child !

"

"Thou! Dost thou pray?" cried Giovanni, still with

the same fiendish scorn. "Thy very prayers, as they
come from thy lips, taint the atmosphere with death. Yes,

yes ; let us pray ! Let us to church, and dip our fingers
in the holy water at the portal ! They that come after us
will perish as by a pestilence. Let us sign crosses in the

air! Jt will be scattering curses abroad in the likeness of

holy symlx)ls !

"

"Giovanni," said Beatrice, calmly, for her grief was

beyond passion,
" Why dost thou join thyself with me

thus in those terrible words? I, it is true, am the horrible

thing tliou namest me. But thou!—what hast thou to do,
save witli one other shudder at my hideous misery, to go
forth out of the garden and mingle with thy race, and for-

get that there even crawled on earth such a monster as

poor Beatrice?"
" Dost thou pretend ignorance ?" asked Giovanni, scowl-

ing upon her. " Behold ! This power have I gained from
the pure daughter of Rappaccini !

"

There was a swarm of summer-insects flitting through
I he air, in search of the food promised by the tlower-odora

of the fatal garden. They circled round Giovanni's head,

iumI weie evidently attracted igwai-ds him by the same iur
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fluence wliicli Lad drawn them, for an instant, within the

sphere of several of the shrubs. He sent forth a breath

junong them, and smiled bitterly at Beatrice, as at least a

sjore of the insects fell dead upon the ground.
"I see it! I see it!" shrieked Beatrice. ''Itismy

father's fatal science? No, no, Giovanni; it was not I !

Never, never ! I dreamed only to love thee, and be with

thee a little time, and so to let thee pass away, leaving but

thine image in mino heart. For, Giovanni—believe it—.

though my body be nourished with poison, my spirit is

God's creature, and craves love as its daily food. But my
fatlicr!—he has united us in this fearful sympathy. Yes;

S2)urn me !—tread upon me !
—kill me ! Oh, what is death,

alter such words as tliine? But it was not I ! Not for a

world of bliss would I have done it!"

Giovanni's passion had exhausted itself in its outburst

from his lips. There now came across him a sense, mourn-

ful, and not without tenderness, of the intimate and pecul-
iar relationship between Beatrice and himself. They
stood, as it were, in an utter solitude, which would be

made none the loss solitary by the densest tiu'ong of

l:unian life. Ought not, then, the desert of humanity
around them to press this insulated pair closer together?
Jf they should bo cruel to one another, who was there to

be kind to them? Besides, thought Giovanni, might tliere

rot still be a hope of his returning within tlie limits of

o:dinary nature, ami leading Beatrice—the redeemed Bea-

trice—by the hand? Oil, weak, and selfish, and unworthy

spirit, that could dream of an earthly union and earthly

happiness as possible, after such deep love had been so

bitterly wronged as was Beatrice's love by Giovanni's

bligliting words! No, no; there could be no such hope.
She must pass heavily, with that broken heart, across the

borders—she must bathe her hurts in some fount of l\ar;i-

dise, and forget her grief in the light of immortality
—and

there be well !

But Giovanni did not know it.

" Dear Beatrice," said he, approaching her, while she

shrank awaj', as always at his approach, but now with a

different impulse—"dearest Beatrice, our fate is not yet
80 desperate. Behold ! There is a medicine, potent, as a

wise physician has assured me, and almost divine initsefli-

cacy. It is composed of ingredients the most o]tposite to

those by \ylu*;U th^ awful fatUcf has brought this calamity
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Tipon tliee and me. It is distilled of blessed herbs. Shall

we not quaff it together, and tliiis be puriliad from evil?"
" Give it me !" said Beatrice, extending her hand to

receive the little silver phial which Giovanni took from his

bosom. She added, with a peculiar emphasis: "1 will

drink—but do thou await the result."

She put Baglioni's antidote to her lips; and, at the same

moment, the figure of Riippaccini emerged from the portal,
and came slowly towards the marble fountain. As he drew

near, the pale man of science seemed to gaze with a tri-

umphant expression at the beautiful youth and maiden, as

might an artist who sliould spend his life in achieving a

picture or a group of statuary, and finally be satisfied with

his success. lie paused—his bent form grew erect with
conscious jwwer, he spread out his hand over them, in the

attitude of a father imploring a tlessing upon his children.

But those were the same hands that hatl thrown poison
into the stream of their lives! Giovanni trembled. Beat-

rice shuddered very nervously, and pressed her hand upon
her heart.

** My daughter," said Eappaccini, *'thou art r.*^ l.^i.ger

lonely in the world! Pluck one of those prctit... 3 gems
from thy sister shrub, and bid thy bridegroom wear it in

his bosom. It will not harm him now ! My science, and
the sympathy between thee and him, have so wrought
within his system, that he now stands apart from common
men, as thou dost, daughter of my pride and triumph, from

ordinary women. Pass on, then, through the world, most
dear to ono another, and dreadful to all besides !

"

" My father," said Beatrice, feebly—and still, as she

spoke, she kept her hand upon her heart—" wherefore didst

thou inflict this miserable doom upon thy child?
"

" Miserable !
" exclaimed Rappaccini.

*' What mean
you, foolish girl? Dost thou deem it misery to be en-

dowed with marvellous gifts, against which no power nor

strength could avail an enemy? Misery, to be able to

quell tlie mightiest with a breath? Misery, to be as terri-

ble as thou art beautiful ? Wouldst thou, then, have prefer-
red the condition of a weak woman, exposed to all evil,

and capable of none ?"
*' I would fain have been loved, not feared," murmured

Beatrice, sinking down upon the ground.
" But now it

matters not ; I am going, father, where the evil whirh
thou hast striven to mingle wi'.h mj being, will

p;uji«
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away like a dream—like the fragrance of those poisonous
flowers, which will no longer tJiint my breath among tlie

flowers of Eden. Faiewell, Giovanni ! Thy words of
hatred are like lead witliin my heart—but ihey, too, will

fall away as I ascend. Oh, Avas there not, f; om the first,
more poison in thy naluve than in mine?"
To Beatricc^—so radically had her eaithly part been

wrought upon l>y Kappaccini's skill—as poison had been
life, so the powerful antidote was death. And thus the

poor victim of man's ingenuity and of thwarted nature,
and of the fatality that attends all such efl^orts of perverted
wisdom, perished there, at the feet of her father and
Goivanni. Just at that moment, Professor Pietro Bag-
lioni looked forth from the window, and called loudly, in a
tone of triumph mixed with horror, to the thunder-stricken
man of science :—

*'

Rappaccini 1 Rappaccmil And is this the upshot of

your experiment ?
"

MUS. BULLFROG.

It makes me melancholy to see how like fools some

very sensible people act, in the matter of choosing wives.

They perplex their judgments by a most undue attention

to little niceties of per sonal appearance, habits, disposition,
and other trifles, which concern nobody but the lady her-

self. An unhappy gentleman, resolving to W(>d nothing
short of perfection, keeps his heart and hand till both get
eo old and withered, that no tolerable woman will accept
them—Now, this is the very height of absurdity. A
kind Providence has so skilfully adapted sex to sex, and
the mass of individuals to each other, that, with certain

obvious exceptions, any male and female may be moder-

ately happy in the nuirried stnte. The true rule is, to

ascertain that the m iti^h is finidamen tally a good one,
and then to take it for granted that all minor objections,
should there be such, will vanish, if you let then>

alone. Only put yourself beyond liazard, as to the real

basis of matrimonial bliss, and it is scarcely to be imag-
ined what miracles, in the way of reconciling smaller

iucougruitiue, couuubial love will effeci.
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For my own part, I freely confess, that, m my bachelor-

ship, I was precisely such an over-curious sirapltton, as I

now advise the reader not to be. My early habits had

gifted me with a feminine sensibility, and too exquisite
refinement. I was the accomplished graduate of a dry-

goods store, where, by dint of ministering to the whims
of fine ladies, and suiting silken hose to delicate limbs,

and handling satins, ribbons, chintzes, calicoes, tafies,

gauze, and cambric needles, I grew up a very liuly-like

sort of a gentleman. It is not assuming too much to

affirm, that the ladies themselves were hanlly so lady-like
as Thomas Bullfrog. So painfully acute wns my sense of

female imj>erfection, and such varied excellence did I

require in the woman whom I could love, that there was
an awful risk of my getting no wife at all, or of being
driven to perpetrate matrimony with my own image in

the looking-glass. Besides the fundamental principle,

already hinted at, I demanded the fi-esh bloom of youth,

pearly teeth, glossy ringlets, and the whole list of lovely

items, with the utmost delicacy of habits and sentiments,
a silken texture of mind, and above all, a virgin heart.

In a word, if a young angel, just from Paradise, yet dressed

in earthly fashion, had come and offered me her hand, it

is by no means certain that I should have taken it.

There \.as every chance of my becoming a most miser-

able old bachelor, when, by the best luck in the world, I

made a journey into another State, and was smitten by,
and snx)te again, and wooed, won, and married the pres-
ent Mrs. Bullfrog, all m the space of a fortnight. Owing
to these extem{)ore measures, I not only gave my bride

credit for certain perfections, which have not as yet come
to light, but also overlooked a few trifling defects, which,
however, glimmered on my perception long before the

cbse of the honey-moon. Yet, as there was no mistake
aix)ut the fundamental principle aforesaid, I soon learned,
iis will be seen, to estimate Mrs. Bullfrog's deficiencies

and superfluities at exactly their proper value.

The same morning that Mrs. Bullfrog and I came

together as a unit, we took two seats in the stage-coach,
and began our journey towai-ds my place of business.

There being no other passengers, we were as much alone,
and as free to give vent to our raptures, as if I had hired a
hack for the matrimonial jaunt. My bride looked

charmingly, in a green silk calash, ^d riiisg-habit oi
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pelisse cloth, and whenever her red lips parted with a

smile, each tooth appeared like an inestimable pearl.

Such was my passionate warmth, that—we had rattled out

of the village, gentle reader, and were lonely as Adam and
Eve in Paradise—I plead guilty to no less freedom than a
kiss !—The gentle eye of Mrs. Bullfrog scarcely rebuked
me for the profanation. Emboldened by her indulgence,
I threw back the calash from her polisiied brow, and suf-

fered my fingers, white and delicate as her own, to stray

among those dark and glossy cuils, which realized my day-
dreams of rich hair.

*'
]\ly love," said Mrs. Bullfrog, tenderly, "you will dis-

arrange my curls."
"
Oh, no, my sweet Laura !

"
replied I, still playing

with the glossy ringlet.
" Even your fair hand could not

manage a curl more delicately than nn'ne I propose

iHyself the pleasure of doing up your hair in papers, every
evening, at tlie same time with my own."

"]Mr. Bullfrog," repeated she, "you must not disarrange

my curls."

This was s; oken ia a more decided tone than I had

happened to hear, until then, from my gentlest of all gentle
brides. At the same time, she put up her hand and took

mine prisoner, but merely drew it away from the forbidden

ringlet, and then immediately released it. Now, I am Ji

fidgety little man, and always love to have something in

my fingers ; so that, being debarred from my wife's curls,

I looked about me for any other plaything. On the front

Beat of the coach, there wfis one of those small baskets in

which travelling hulies, who are too delicate to appear at a

public table, generally carry a supply of gingerbread,
biscuhs and cheese, cold ham, and other light refreshments,

nierely to sustain nature to the journey's end. Such airy
diet will sometimes kee|) them in pretty good flesh, for a

week together. Laying liold of this same little basket, I

thrust my liand under the newspaper, with which it was

carefully covered.

'What's this, my dear?" cried I
;
for the black neck

of a bottle bad popped out of the basket.
" A bottle of Kalydor, Mr. Bullfrog," said my wife,

coolly taking the basket from my hands, and replacing it

on the front seat.

There wjis no possibnity of doubting my wife's word ;

^Ut I uev(^ knew ^cuuiuc Kalydor, such us I use for m^
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own complexion, to smell 90 much like cheny-branrly. I
was about to express my fears that the lotion would injure
her skin, when an accident occurred, which threatened

more than a skin-deep injury. Our Jehu liad carelessly
driven over a heap of gravel, and fairly capsized tlie

ooach, with the wheels in tlie air, and our heels where onr

heads should have been. What became of my wits, I can-

not imagine ; they have always had a perverse trick of

deserting me, just when they were most needed ; but so it

chanced, that, in the confusion of our overthrow, 1 quite

forgot that tliere was a Mrs. Bullfrog in the world. Liko

many men's wives, the good lady served her husband as a

stepping-stone. I had scrambled out of the coach, and
was instinctively settling my cravat, when somebody
brushed roughly by me, and I heard a smart thwack upon
the coachman's ear.

" Take that, you villain !

"
cried a strange, hoarse

voice. "You have ruined me, you blackguard! I shall

never be the woman I liave been !

"

And then came a second thwack, aimed at the driver's

other ear, but which missed it, and hit him on the nose,

causing a terrible effusion of blood. Now, who, or wliat

fearful apparition, was inflicting this punishment on the poor
fellow, remained an inn>enetrable mystery to me. Tlie

blows were given by a person of grisly aspect, with a
heal almost bald, and sunken cheeks, apparently of the
feminine gender, though hardly to be classed in the gentler
sex. There being no teeth to modulate the voice, it had
a mumbled fierceness, not passionate, but stern, which

absolutely m:ule me quiver like calves-foot jelly. Who
could tiie phantom be? The most awful circumstance of
the affair is yet to be told ; for this ogie, or whatever it

was, had a riding-habit like Mi-s. Bullfrog's, and also a
green silk calash, dangling down her back by the strings.
In my terror and turmoil of mind, I could imagine nothing
less, than that the Old Nick, at the moment of our over-

turn, had annihilated my wife and jumped into her petti-
coats. This idea seemed the more probable, since I
could nowhere perceive Mrs. Bullfrog alive, nor, though I
looked very sharp about the coach, could I detect any
traces of that beloved woman's dead body. There would
have been a comfort in giving her Christian burial !

" Come, sir, bestir yourself! Help this rascal to set

ap the coach," said the hobgoblin to me
; then, with a
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terrific screecli to three countrymen, at a distance—
*'Here, you fellows, an't you ashamed to stand off, when
a poor woman is in distress ?

"

The countrymen, instead of fleeing for their lives, came
running at full speed, and hiid hold of the topsy-turvy
coach. I, also, though a small-sized man, went to work
like a son of Anak. The coachman, too, wilh the blood
still streaming irom his nose, tugged and toiled most man-

fully, dreading, doubtless, that the next blow might break
his head. And yet, bemauled as the poor fellow had been,
he seemed to glance at me with an eye of pity, as if my
case were more deplorable than his. But I cherished a

hope that all would turn out a dream, and seized the

opportunity, as we raised the coach, to jam two of my
fingers under the wheel, trusting that tlie pain would
awaken me.

"AVhy, here we are all to rights again !

"
exclaimed a

sweet voice, behind. *' Thank you for your assistance,

penflemcn. My dear Mr. Bullfrog, how you perspire!
Do let me wipe your face. Don't take this little accident

too much to heart, good drivei-. We ought to be thank-
ful that none of our necks are broken !

"

" We might have sj)ared one neck out of the three,"
nmttered the driver, rubbing his ear and pulling his nose,
to ascertain whether he had been cuffed or not.—"Why,
the woman's a witch !

"

1 fear that the reader will not believe, yet it is positively
a fact, that there stood Mrs. Bullfrog, with her glossy

ringlets curling on her brow, and two rows of orient pearls

gleaming between her parted lips, which wore a most

angelic smile. She had regained her riding-habit and
cidash from the grisly phantom, and was, in jUl respects,
the lovely woman who had been silting by my side, at the

instant of our overturn. How she had ha[)pened to disaj)-

pcar, and who had supplied her place, and whence she did

now return, wei-e problems too knotty for me to solve.

There stood my wiie. That was the one thing certain

among a heap of mysteries. Nothing remained, but to

help her into the coach, and plod on, through the journey
of I lie day and the journey of life, as comfortably as we
could. As the driver closed the door upon us, 1 heard
him whisper to the three countrymen—

" How do you suppose a fellow feels, shut up in the cago
with a shc-tigcr?" I
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Of course, this query could have no reference to my
eituation. Yet, unreasonable as it may appear, I confess

tliat my feelings were not altogether so ecst;>tic as when I

first called Mrs. Bullfrog mine. True, she was a sweet

woman, and an angel of a wife ; but wluit if a gorgon
should return, amid the transports of our connubial bliss,

and take the angel's place ! I recollected the tale of a

fairy, who half the time was the beautiful woman, and
half the time a hideous monster. Had I taken that very

fairy to be the wife of my bosom? AVhile^ueh whims and
chimeras were flitting across my fancy, 1 began to look

askance at Mi-s. Bullfrog, almost expecting that the trans-

formation would be wrought before my eyes.
To divert my mind, I took up the newspaper which had

covered the little basket of refreshments, and which now

hiy at the bottom of the coach, blushing with a deep-red
stain, and emitting a potent spirituous fume, from the con-

tents of the broken bottle of Kalydor. The paper waa
two or three years old, but contained an article of several

columns, in which I soon grew wonderfully interested. It

was the rejx)rt of a trial for breach of promise of mar-

riage, giving the testimony ia full, with fervid extracts

from both the gentleman's and lady's amatory correspond-
ence. The deserted damsel had personally appeared in

C»urt, and had borne energetic evidence to her lover's per-

fidy, ajid the strength of her blighted affections On the

befendant's part, there had been an attempt, though insuf-

ficiently sustained, to blast the plaintiff's character, and a

plea, in mitigation of damages, on account of her unamia-
ble temper. A horrible idea was suggested by the lady's
name.

" Madam," said I, holding the newspaper before Mrs.

Bullfrog's eyes—and, though a small, delicate, and tlnrh

visaged man, I feel assured that -I looked very terrific—
" Madam," repeated I, through my shut teeth, "were you
the plaintiff in this cause?"

" Oh, my dear Mr. Bullfrog," replied my wife, sweetly,* I thought all the world knew that !

"

*' Horror! horror!" exclaimed I, sinking back on the
seat.

Covering my face with both hands, I emitted a deep
and death-like groan, as if my tormented soul were rend-

ing me asunder. I, the most exquisitely fastidious of men,
and whose wife was to have been the most delicate and
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refined ot women, with all the fresh dew-drops glittering
on her virgin rose-bud of Ji heart ! I thought of the

glossy ringlets and pearly teeth—I thought of the Kaly-
dor—1 tliought of the coachman's bruised ear and bloody
nose—I thought of the tender lov^-secrcts, which she had

whispered to the judge and jury, and a thousand tittering
auditors—and gave another groan !

" Mr. Bullfrog," said my wife.

As I made no reply, she gently took my hands within

lier own, removed them from my face, and fixed her eyes
steadfastly on mine.

" Mr. Bullfrog," said she, not unkindly, yet w^th all the

decision of her strong character, "let me advise you to

overcome this foolish weakne:5S, and prove yourself, to the

best of your ability, as good a husband as I will be a wife.

You have discovered, perhaps, some little imperfections in

your bride. Well—what did you expect ? Women are

not angels. If they were, they would go to Heaven for

husbands—or, at least, be more difficult in their choice on
earth."

" But why conceal those imperfections ?
"

interposed I,

tremulously.
" Now, my love, are not you a most unreasonable little

man?" said Mrs. Bullfrog, j); tti.ig me on the cheek,
*' Ought a woman to disclose her frailties earlier than the

wedding-day? Few husbands, I assure you, make the

discovery in such good season, and still fewer complain
that these trifles are concealed too long. Well, what a

strange man you are? Bohl you arc joking."
*' But the suit for breach of promise !

"
groaned I.

"Ahl and is that the rub?" exclaimed my wife. " Is

it poHsil)le that you view that affliir in an objectionable

liglit? "Mr. Bullfrog, I never coidd have dreamt it! Is

it an objection, lliat 1 have triumphantly defended myself

against blander, and vindicated my purity in a court of

justice? Or, do you complain, because your wife has

sliown tlio proper spirit of a Avoman, and punished ;the
villain wl.o trifled with her affections?"

"
But," persisted I—shrinking into a corner of the

coach, however ; for I did not know precisely how niueli

contradiction the proper spirit of a woman would endure
—"

but, my love, would it not have been more dignified

to treat the; villain with the silent cont<>mpt he merited?"
" Tbut is all very well, Mr. Bullfrog," said my wife,
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slily; "but, in that case, where would have been the five

tliuusaud dollais, which are to stock your dry-goods store?
"

"Mrs. Bullfrog, upon your honor," demanded I, as if

my life liung upon her words,
" is there no mistake about

those five thousand dollars?"
"
Upon my word and honor, there is none," replied she.

" The jury gave me every cent the rascal had—and I have

kept it all for my dear Bullfix>g!"

''Then, thou dear woman," cried I, with an over-

whflming gush of tenderness, "let me fold thee to my
heart! The basis of matrimonial bliss is secui-e, and all

tliy little defects and frailties are forgiven. Nay, since

the result hiis been so fortunate, I rejoice at the wrongs
whicli drove thee to this blessed lawsuit. Happy Bullfrog
that I am!"

FIRE-WORSHIP.

It is a great revolution in social and domestic life—and
no less so iu the hfe of the secluded student—this almost

universid exchange of the oi)en fire-place for the cheerless

and ungcnial stove. On such a morning as now lowers

around our old grey parsonage, I miss tlie bright face of

my ancient friend, who was wont to dance upon the

hearth, and play the part of a more familiar sunshine. It

is sad to turn from the cloudy sky and sombre landscape—from yonder hill, with fts crown of rusty, bhxck pines,
the foliage of which is so d'^mal in tiie absence of the sun;
that bleak pasture land, and the broken suiface of the

potato field, with the brown clods partly concealed by the

snow-fall of last night ; the swoUen and sluggish river, with

ice-enerusted borders, dragging its bluish gray stream

along the verge of our orchard, like a snake half torpid
witli the colli—it is sad to turn from an outward scene of

90 little comfort, and find the same sullen influences

brooding withm the precincts of my study. Where is

that brilliant guest—that quick and subtle spirit whom
Prometheus lured from Heaven to civilize mankind, and
cheer them in their wintry desolation—that comfortaole

inmate, whose smile, during eight montlis of the year, was
our sufficient consolation for summer's lingering advance
and early flight? Alas! blindly inhospitable, grudging
the food thac kept biio cheery and meruurial, we hav9
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thrust him into an iron prison, and compel him to smoulder

{iway his life on a daily pittance wiiich once would have
been too scanty for his breakfast ! Without a metaplior,
we now make our fire in an aii-tight stove, and supply it

with some half-ardozen sticks of wood between dawn and

nightfall.

1 never shall be reconciled to this enormity. Truly
may it be said, that the world looks darker for it. In one

way or another, here and there, and all around us, the

inventions of mankind are fast blotting the picturesque,
the poetic, and the beautifi;!, out of human life. The
domestic fire was a ^pd)of all these attributes, and seemed
to bring might and majesty, and wild Nature, and a spir-
itual essence, into our inmost home, and yet to dwell with

us in such friendliness, that its mysteries and marvels
excited no dismay. The same mild companion, that

smiled so placidly in our faces, was he that comes roaring
out of JEtna, and rushes madly up the sky, like a liend

breaking loose from torment, and fighting for a place

among the upper angels. lie it is, too, that leaps from
cloud to cloud amid the crashing thunder-storm. It was
he whom the Ghe])cr worshipped, with no unnatural idol-

atry; and it was ha who devoured London and Moscow,
and many anotlier famous city, and who loves to riot

through our own dark forests, and sweep across our prai-

ries, and to whoso ravenous maw, it is said, the universe

shall one day be given as a final feast. Meanwhile he is

the great artisan and laborer by whose aid men are enabled

to build a world within a world, or, at least, to smoothe
down the rough creation which Nature flung to us. He
fcn-ges the mighty anchor, and every lesser instrument,

lie drives the steamboat and drags the rail-car. And it

WMs he—this creature of terrible might, and so many-sided

i.lility, and all-comprehensive destructiveness— tliat used

I.) be tlie cheerful, homely friend of our wintry days, and

whom we have made the prisoner of this iron cage!
How kindly h(! wjus, and, though the tremendous agent

of change, yet bearing himself witli such gentleness, so

rendering himself a part of all lifij-long and age-coeval
associations, that it seemed as if he were the great con-

servative of Nature! While a man was true to the fire-

side, so long would he be true to country and law—to the

God whom iiis fathers worshipped—to the wife of his youth
.r-^i iQ al] Uuugs t'lije whioU iastinct or religion bave



FIBE-WORSHIP. Ill

taught as to consider sacred. With how sweet humility
did tills elemental spirit perform all needful offices for the

household in which he was domesticated ! He was equal
to the concoction of a grand dinner, yet scorned not to roast

a potato, or toiist a bit of cheese. How humanely did he
cherish the school-boy's icy fingei-s, and thaw the old man's

joints with a genial warmth, which almost equalled the

glow of youth! And how carefully did he dry the cow-
hide boots that had trudged through mud and snow, and
the shaggy outside garment, stiff with frozen sleet; taking
heed, likewise, to the comfort of tlje faithful dog who had
followed his master through the storm! When did he

refuse a coal to light a pipe, or even a part of his own sub-

stance to kindle a neighbor's fire? And tlien, at twilight,
when laborer or scholar, or mortal of whatever age, sex,
or degree, drew a chair beside him, and looked into his

glowing face, how acute, how profound, how comprehen-
sive was his sympathy with the mood of each and all ! He
pictured forth their very thoughts. To the youthful he
showed the scenes of the adventurous life before them ; to

the aged, the shadows of departed love and hope ; and, if

all earthly things had grown distasteful, he could gladden
the fireside muser with golden glimpses of a better world.

And, amid this varied communion with the human soul,
how busily would the sympathizer, the deep moralist, the

painter of magic pictures, be causing the teakettle to boil!

Nor did it lessen the charm of his soft, familiar courtesy
anl helpfulness, that the mighty spirit, were opportunity
o.Iered him, would run riot through the peaceful house.

Wrap its inmates in his terrible embrace, and leave nothing
of them save their whitened bones. Tliis possibility of
mad destruction only made his domestic kindness the more
beautiful and touching. It was so sweet of him, being
sndowed with such power, to dwell, day after day, and one

long, lonesome night after another, on the dusky heart Ii,

only now and then betraying his wild nature, by thrusting
his red tongue out of the chimney-top I True, he had done
much mischief in the world, and was pretty certain to do
more; but his warm heart atoned for all. He was kindly
to the race of man ; and they pardoned his characteristic

imperfections.
.

_

The good old clergj'man, my predecessor in this man.
aon, was well acquainted with the comforts of the fireside.

His yearly allowance of wood, according to the terms of
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his settlement, was no less than sixty cords. Almost an
annual forest was converted from sound oak logs into

ashes, in the kitchen, the parlor, and this little study,
where now an unworthy successor—not in the pastoral

office, but merely in his earthly abode—sits scribbling
beside an air-tight stove. 1 love to fancy one of those fire-

side days, while the good man, a contemporary of the

Ilevolution, was in his early prime, some five-and-sixty

years ago. Before sunrise, doubtless, the hlaze hovered

upon the grey skirts of night, and dissolved the frost-work

that had gathered like a curtain over the small window-

panes. There is sometiiing peculiar in the aspect of the

morning fireside ; a freslu^r, brisker glare ; the absence of

that mellowness, which can be produced only by half-

consumed logs, and shapeless brands with the white ashes

on Ihem, and mighty coals, the remnant of tree trunks

tliat the hungry elements have gnawed for hours. The
morning hearth, too, is newly swept, and the brazen and-

irons well brightened, so that the cheerful fire may see its

face in them. Surely it was happiness, when the pastor,
fortified with a substantial breakfast, sat down in liis arm-

chair and slippers, and opened the Whole Body of Divin-

ity, or the Commentary on Job, or whichever of his old

folios or quartos might fall within the range of his weekly
sermons. It must liave been his own fault, if the warmth
and glow of this abundant hearth did not permeate tlie

discourse, and keep his audience comfortable, in spite of

the bittereet northern blast that ever wrestled with the

church-steeple. lie reads, while the heat warps the stiff

covers of the volume ; he writes without numbness either

in his heart or fingers; and, with unstinted hand, he

throws fresh sticks of wood upon the fire.

A parishioner comes in. "With what warmth of benev-

olence—how should he be otherwise than warm, in any of

Ills attributes?—docs the minister bid liim wohome, and

set a chair for lum in so close proximity to the hearth,

tliat soon tlie guest finds it needful to rub his scorched

pliiiis with his great red hands. The melted snow drips

from his steaming boots, find bubbk^s upon the hearth.

His puckered forehead unravels its entanglement of criss-

cross wrinkles. Wo lose much of the enjoyment of fire-

iido heat, without such an opportunity of marking its

genial effect upon those who have been looking the incle-

Boeut weather in the face. In the course of the day our
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clergyman himself strides forth, perchance to pay a round
of pastoral visits, or, it may be, to visit his mountain of a

wood-pile, and cleave tluj monstrous logs into Ijillrts saiita-

blefor the fire. He returns with fresher lite to l)i» beloved

hearth. During the short afternoon, the western sunshine

comes into the study, and strives to stare the ruddy blaze

out of countenance, but with only a brief triumph, soon to

be succeeded by brighter glories of its rival. Beautiful it

is to see the strengthening gleam—the deepening li^ht
—-

t!i:it gradually casts distinct shadows of the humnn tigure,
the fable, and the high-backed chairs, upon the opposite

wall, and at length, as twilight comes on, replenishes the

room with living radiance, and makes life all rose-color.

Afar, the wayfarer discerns the flickering flame, as it

dances upon the windows, and hails it as a beacon -light of

humanity, reminding him, in his cold and lonely path, that

the world is not all snow, and solitude, and desolation.

At eventide, probably, the study was peopled with tl:e

clergyman's wife and family; and children tumbled them,
selves upon the hearth-rug, and grave Puss sat with her
back to the fire, or gazed, with a semllance of human
meditation, into its fervid depths. Seasonably, the plente-
ous ashes of the day were raked over the mouldering
brands, and from the heap came jets of flame, and an
incense of night-long smoke, creeping quietly up the

chimney.
Heaven forgive the old clergyman ! In his latei* life,

when, for almost ninety winters, he had been gladdened
by the fire-light

—when it had gleamed upon him fi-om

infancy to extreme age, and never without briglitening his

spirits as well as his visage, and perhaps keeping him alive

so long—^he had the heart to brick up his chimney-place,
and bid farewell to the face of his old friend for ever!

Why did not he take an eternal leave of the sunshine too?
His sixty cords of wood had probably dwindled to a far

less ample supply, in modern times ; and it is certain that
the parsonage had grown crazy with time and tempest, and

pervious to the cold ; but still, it was one of the saddest
tokens of the decline and fall of open fire-places, that the

grey patriarch should have deigned to warm himself at an

air-tight stove.

And I, likewise—who have found a home in this ancient
owl's nest, since its former occupant took his heavenward

flight
—

I, to my shame, have put up stoves in kitchen, and
a
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parlor, and chamber. "Wander where you will about the

house, not a glimpse of the earth-born, heaven-aspiring
fiend of il'^tna—him tliat s^ orts in the thunder-storm—the

idol of the Gliebers—the devourer of cities, the forest-

rioter, and prairie-sweeper
—the future destroyer of our

eartli—the oM chimney-corner companion, who mingled
himself so socially with household joys and sorrows—not

a glimpse of this mighty and kindly one will greet your

eyes. He is now an invisible presence. There is his iron

cage. Touch it, and he scorches your fingers. He deligh ts

to singe a garment, or perpetrate any otlier little unworthy
miscl.ief ; for his temper is ruined by the ingratitude of

rnankind, for whom he cherished such warmth of feeling,

and to whom he taught all their arts, even that of making
his own prison-house. In his fits of rage, he puifs volumes

of smoke and noisome gas through the crevices of the

door, and shakes the iron walls of his dungeon, so as to

overthrow the ornamental urn upon its summit. We
tremble, lest he should break forth amongst us. Much of

Lis time is spent in sighs, burthened with unutterable

grief, and long-drawn through the funnel. He amuses

himself, too, with repeating all the whispers, the moans,
and the louder utterances or tempestuous howls of the

wind ; so that the stove becomes a microcosm of the aerial

world. Occasionally, there are strange combinations of

Bounds—voices, talking almost articulately within the hollow

chest of iron—insomuch that fancy beguiles me with the

idea that my firewood must have grown in that infernal

forest of lamentable trees, which breathed their complaints
to Dante. When the listener is half-asleep, he may read-

ily take these voices for the conversation of spirits, and

assign them an intelligible meaning. Anon, there is a

pattering noise—drip, drip, drip—as if a summer shower

were falling within the narrow circumference of the stove.

These barren and tedious eccentricities are all that the

air-tight stove can bestow, in exchange for the invaluable

moral influences which we have lost by our desertion of the

open fire-place. Alas ! is this worhl so very bright, that

we can afford to choke up juch a domestic fountain of

gladsomeness, and sit down by its darkened source, with-

out being conscious of a gloom ?

It is my belief that social intercourse cannot long con-

tinue what it has been, now that we have subtracted from

it bO important and vivifying an element as fire-lighU
The
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effects will be more perceptible on our children, and the

generations that shall succeed them, than on ourselves, the

mechanism of whose life may remain unchanged, though
its spirit be far other than it was. The sacred trust of the

household-fire has been transmitted in unbroken succe*

sion from the earliest ages, and faithfully cherished, in

spite of every discouragement, such as the Curfew law of

the Norman conquerors ; until, in these evil days, physical
science has nearly succeeded in extinguishing it. But we
at least have our youthful recollections tinged with the

glow of the hearth, and our life-long habits and associa-

tions arranged on the principle of a mutual bond in the

domestic fire. Therefore, though the sociable friend be

for ever departed, yet in a degree he will be spiritually

present with us; and still more will the empty forms, which
were once full of his rejoicing presence, continue to rule

our manners. We shall draw our chaiss together, as we
and our forefathers have been wont, for thousands of yeara

back, and sit around some blank and empty comer of the

room, babbling, with unreal cheei-fulness, of topics suitable

to the homely fireside. A warmth from the past—
from the ashes of by-gone years, and the raked-up embers
of long ago—will sometimes thaw the ice about our hearts.

But it must be otherwise with our successors. On the

most favorable supposition, they will be acquainted with
the fireside in no better shape than that of the sullen stove ;

and more probably, they will have grown up amid furnace-

heat, in houses which might bo fanci'^d to have their

foundation over the infernal pit, whence sulphurous steams
and unbreathable exhalations ascend through the apertures
of the floor. There will be nothing to attract these poor
children to one centre. They will never behold one an-
other through that peculiar medium of vision—the ruddy
gleam of blazing wood or bituminous coal—which gives the
human spirit so deep an insight into its fellows, and melts
all humanity into one cordial heart of hearts. Domestic
life—if it may still be termed domestic—will seek its

separate corners, and never gather itself into groups. The
easy gossiji

—the merry, yet unambitious jest
—the life-like,

practical discussion of real matters in a casual way—the
soul of truth, which is so often incarnated in a simple fii-e-

side word—will disapj»ear from earth. Conversation will

contract the air of a debate, and all mortal interuourse be
chilled with » fatal frvsu



116 MOSSES FROM AN OLD MANSE.

In classic times, the exhortation to fight
"
pro aris et

focis
"—for the altars and the hearths—was considered tho

strongest appeal that could be made to patriotism. And
it seemed an immortal utterance; for all subsequent ages
and people have acknowledged its force, and responded to

it with the full portion of manhood that Nature had as-

signed to each. Wisely were the Altar and the Hearth

conjoined in one mighty sentence ! For the hearth, too,

had its kindred sanctity. Religion sat down beside it, not

in the priestly robes which decorated, and perhaps dis-

guised, her at the altar, but arrayed in a simple matron's

garb, and uttering her lessons with the tenderness of a

mother's voice and heart. The holy Hearth! If any
earthly and material thing—or rather, a divine idea, em-
bodied in brick and mortar—might be supposed to possess
the permanence of moral truth, it was this. All revered

it. The man who did not put off his shoes upon this holy

ground would have deemed it pastime to trample upon the

altar. It has been our task to uproot the hearth. What
further reform is left for our children to achieve, unless

they ovei'throw tlie altar too? And by what appeal, here-

after, whea the breath of hostile armies may mingle with

tho pure, cold breezes of our country, shall we attempt to

rouse u;) native valor? Fight for your hearths? There

will bo none throughout the land. Fight for Youit

Stoves ! Not I, in faith. If, in such a cause, I strike a

blow^, it shall be on the invader's part ; and Heaven grant
that it may shatter the abomination all to pieces I

BUDS AND BIRD-VOICES.

Ral:\! Y Spring—weeks later than weexpected, and months
lat(!r than we longed for her—comes at last, to revive the

moss on tiie roof and walls of our old mansion. She peeps

brightly into my study-window, inviting me to throw it

open, and create a summer atmosphere by the intermixture

of her genial breath with the black and cheerless coniieit

of the stove. As the casement ascends, forth into inliuite

space fly the innumerable forms of thought or fancy that

have kept me com[)any in the retirement of this little

chamber, during the sluggish lapse i>f wintry weather,—
visions, gay, grotesque, ami sud ; picture^ of real life, tinted
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with nature'8 homely grey and russet; scenes m dream-

land, bedizened with rjiinbow hues, which faded before

they were well laid on-,—tdl these may vanish now, and

leave me to mould a fresh existence out of sunshine.

Brooding meiiitation may flap her dusky wings, and take

her owl-like flight, blmking amid the cheerfulness of noon-

tide. Such companions befit the season of frosted window-

panes and crackling fires, when the blast howls through
the black ash-trees of our avenue, and the drifting snow-

storm chokes up the wood-paths, and fills the highway
from stoiie-wall to stone-wall. In the spring ami sununer

time, all sombre thoughts should follow the winter north-

ward, with the sombre and tiioughtful ciows. The old

paradisiacal economy of life is again in force ; we live, not

to think, nor to labor, but for the simple end of being

happy; nothing, for the present hour, is worthy of man's

infinite capacity, save to imbibe the warm smile of heaven,
and sympathize with the reviving earth.

The present spring comes onward with fleeter footsteps,

because winter lingered so unconscionably long, tiiat with

her best diligence she can hardly retrieve half the allotted

period of her reign. It is but a fortnight since I stood on

the brink of our swollen river, and beheld the accumulated

ice of four frozen months go down the stream. Except in

streaks here and there upon the hill-sides, the whole visible

universe was then covered with deep snow, the nethermost

layer of wliich had been deposited by an early December
storm. It was a sight to make the beholder torpid, in the

impossibility of imagining how this vast white napkin was
to be removed from the face of the corpse-like world, in

leas time than had been required to spread it there. But
who can estimate the power of gentle influences, whether
amid material desolation, or the moral winter of man's
heart? There have been no tempestuous rains—even no

sultry days—but a constant breath of southern winds, with

I

now a day of kindly sunshine, and now a no less kindly
mist, or a soft descent of showers, in which a smile and a

blessing seemed to have been steeped. The snow has
vanislied as if by magic ; whatever heaps may be hidden in

the woods and deep gorges of the hills, only two soli-

tary specks remain in the landscape; and those I shall

almost regi-et to miss, when, to-mon-ow, I look for them in

vain. Never before, methinks, has spring pressed so closely
on the f^aatsteps of retreating winter. Along the mad
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side, the green blades of grass have sprouted on the very
edge of the snow-drifts. The pastures and mowing fields

have not yet assumed a general aspect of verdure; but
neither have they the cheerless brown tint which they wear
in latter autumn, when vegetation has entirely ceased;
there is now a faint shadow of life, gradually brightening
into the warm reality. Some tracts, in a happy exposui-e

—
as, for instance, yonder south-western slope of an orchard,
in front of that old red farm-house, beyond the river—
such patches of land already wear a beautiful and tender

green, to which no future luxuriance can add a charm.
It looks unreal—a prophecy—a hope—a transitory effect

of some peculiar light, which will vanish with the slight-
est motion of the eye. But beauty is never a delusion;
not these verdant tracts, but the dark and barren land-

scape, all around them, is a shadow and a dream. Each
moment wins some portion of the earth from death to

life; a sudden gleam of verdure brightens along the sunny
slope of a bank, which, an instant ago, was brown and
bare. You look again, and behold an apparition of green

grass!
The trees, in our orchard and elsewhere, arc as yet

naked, but already appear full of life and vegetable blood.

It seems as if, by one magic touch, they might instanta-

neously burst into full foliage, and that the wind, which now
sighs through their naked branches, might make sudden
music amid innumerable leaves. The moss-grown willow-

tree, which for forty years past has overshadowed these

western windows, will be among the first to put on its

green attire. There are some objections to tlie willow; it

is not a dry and cleanly tree, and impresses the beholder

with an association of sliminess. No trees, I think, are

perfectly agreeable as companions, unless they have glossy

leaves, dry bark, and a firm and hard texture of trunk and
branches. But the willow is almost the earliest to gladden
lis with the promise and reality of beauty, in its graceful
and delicate foliage, and the last to scatter its yellow yet

scarcely withered leaves upon the ground. All through
the winter, too, its yellow twigs give it a sunny aspect,
which is not without a cheering influence, even in the

gre>est and gloomiest day. Beneath a clouded sky, it

faithfully remembers the sunshine. Our old house would
lose a charm, were the willow to be cut down, with its



BUDB AJTD BIBD-YOICB8. lll>

golden crown over the snow-covered roof, and its heap ot

summer verdure.

The lilac-shrubs, under my study-windows, are likewise

almost in leaf; in two or three days more, I may put forth

my hand, and pluck the topmost bough in its freshest

green. Tiiesa lilacs are very aged, and have lost tlje

luxuriant foliage of their prime. The heart, or the judg-

ment, or the moral sense, or the taste, is dissatisfied with

their present nspect. Old age is not venerable, when
it embodies itself in lilacs, rose-bushes, or any other orna.

mental shrub? ; it seems as if such plants, as tliey grow
only for beauty, ought to flourish only in immortal youth,

or, at least, to die before their sad decrepitude. Trees ot

beauty are trees of Paradise, and therefore not subject to

dec:iy, by their original nature, tliough (hey have lost that

precious birth-right by being transplanted to an earthly
soil. There is a kind of ludicrous unfitness in the idea ol

a time-stricken and grandfatherly lilac-bush. Tlie anal-

ogy holds good in human life. Persons vrho can only be

graceful and ornamental—who can give the world nothing,
but flowers—should die young, and never be seen with;

grey hair and wrinkles, any more than the flower-shrubs

with mossy bark and blighted foliage, like the lilacs under

my window. Not that beauty is worthy of les3 than

immortality,—no, the beautiful should live for ever,—and

thence, perhaps, the sense of impropriety, when we pce it

tfiumplied over by time. Apple-trees, on the other Ijand,

grow old without reproach. Let them live as long as they

may, and contort themselves into whatever perversity oi

bhape they please, and deck their withered limbs with a

spring-time gaudiness of pink-blossoms, still they are

respectable, even if they aflbrd us only an apple or two in

a season. Those few apples—or, at all events, the remem-
brance of apples in by-gone years—are the atonement
wiiich utilitarianism inexorably demands, for the privilege
of lengthened life. Human flower-shrubs, if they will

grow old on earth, should, beside their lovely blossoms, bear
some kind of fruit that will satisfy earthly appetites; else

neither man, nor the decorum of nature, will deem it fit

that the moss should gather on them.
One of the first things that strikes the attention, when

the white sheet of winter is withdrawn, is the neglect and

disarray that lay hidden beneath it. Nature is not cleanly,

according to our pi-ejudtces. The beauty of preceding
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jrears, now ti-aHsforraed to brown and blighted deformity,
obstructs the brightening loveliness of the prese/it hour.

Our avenue is strewn with the whole crop of autumn's
withered leaves. There are quantities of decajed branches,
which one tempest after another has Hung down, black and
rotten ; and one or two with tlie ruin of a bird's nest cling-

ing to them. In the garden are the dried bean-vines, the

brown stalks of the asparagus-bed, and melancholy old

cabbages which were frozen into the soil before their

unthrifty cultivator could find time to gather them. How
! invariably, throughout all the forms of life, do we find

these intermingled memorials of death! On the soil of

j thought, and in the garden of the heart, as well as in the

sensual world, lie withered leaves ; the ideas and feelings
I that we have done with. There is no wind strong enough
' to sweep them away ; infinite space will not garner them

from our sight. What mean they ? Why may we not be

permitted to live and enjoy, as if this were the first life,

and our own the primal enjoyment, instead of treading

always on these dry bones and mouldering relics, from the

aged accumulation of which springs all that now apj)ear8
so youn^^nd, new? Sweet must have been the spring-
time of Eden, when no earlier year had strewn its decay
upon thcTTtrgin turf, and no former experience had ripened
into summer, and faded into autumn, in the hearts of its

inhabitants! That was a world worth living in! Oh,
thou murmurer, it is out of the very wantonness of such
a life, that thou fcignest these idle hmientations ! Tliero

I

is no decay. \Each human soul is the first created inhabit-

ant of its own Eden. We dwell in an old moss-covered

mansion, and trea(tin the worn foot-prints of the past, and
' have a grey clergyman's ghost for our daily and nightly

inmate; yet all these outward circumstances are made less

{

than visionary, by the renewing power of the spirit.

Should the spirit ever lose this power—should the with-

ered leaves, and the rotten branches, and the moss-covered

house, and tlie ghost of the grey past, ever become its

realities, and the verdure and the freshness merely its faint

droam—then let it pray to be reh^ased from earth. It

will need the air of heaven, to revive its pristine energies.
What an nidooked-for flight was this, from our shadowy

avenue of black-ash and IJalm of (iilead trees, into the

infinite! Now we have our feet again upon the turf.

l^Qwbere 4ues the grass earing u^ so iuduati'iously as ia
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this homely yard, along the base of the stone-wall, and in

the sheltered nooks of the buildings, and especially around
the southern door-step ; a locality which seems particularly
favorable to its growth, for it is already tall enough to

bend over, and wave in the wind. I observe, that several

weeds—and, most frequently, a plant that stains the fin-

gers with its yellow juice—have survived, and retained their

freshness and sap throughout the winter. One knows not

how they have deserved such an exception from the com-
mon lot of their race. They are now the patriarchs of

the departed year, and may preach moi"tality to the pres-
ent generation of flowers and weeds.

Among the delights of spring, how is it possible to for-

get the birds I Even the crows were welcome, as the

sable harbingers of a brighter and -livelier race. They
visited us before the snow was off, but seem mostly to have
betaken themselves to remote depths of the woods, which

they haunt all summer long. Many a time shall I disturb

them there, and feel as if I had intruded among a com-

pany of silent worshippers, as they sit in Sabbath-stillness

among the tree-tops. Their voices, when they speak, are

in admirable accordance with the tranquil solitude of a
summer afternoon; and, resounding so far above the head,
their loud clamor increases the religious quiet of the scene,
instead of breaking it. A crow, however, has no real pre'
tensions to religion, in spite of his gravity of mien and
black attire; he is certainly a thief, and probably an infi-

del. The gulls are far more respectable, in a moral point
of view. These denizens of sea-beaten rocks, and haunt-
ers of the lonely beach, come up our inland river, at this

season, and soar high overhead, flapping their broad -o-ings
in the upper sunshine. They are among the most pictur-

esque of birds, because they so float and rest u^wn the air,
as to become almost stationary parts of the landscape.
The imagination has time to grow acquainted with them;
they have not flitted away in a moment. You go up
among the clouds, and greet these lofty-flighted gulls, and

repose confidently with them upon the sustaining atmos-

phere. Ducks have their haunts along the solitary places
of the river, and alight in flocks upon the broad bosom of
th.3 overflowed meadows. Their flight is too rapid and
determined for the eye to catch enjoyment from it, although
it never inih to stir up the heart with the sportsman's ioe-
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radicable instinct. They have now gone farther north«

ward, but will visit us again in autumn.
Tlie smaller birds—the little songsters of the woofis, and

those tliat haunt man's dwellings, and claim human

friendship by building their nests under the sheltering

eaves, or among the orchard trees—these require a touch

more delicate, and a gentler heart than mine, to do them

justice. Tlieir outburst of melody is like a brook let

loose from wintry chains. We need not deem it a too

liigh and -solemn word, to calljt a hymn of praise to the

Creator ; since Nature, who /picture's the reviving year in

so many sights of beauty, hartrsTpressed the sentiment of

renewed life in no other sound, save the notes of these

blessed birds. Their music, however, just now, seems to

be incidental, and not the result of a set purpose. They
are discussing the economy of life and love, and the site

and architecture of their summer residences, and have no

time to sit on a twig, and pour forth solemn hymns, or

overtures, operas, symphonies, and waltzes. Anxious

questions are asked ; grave subjects are settled in qui(;k

and animated debate ; and only by occixsional accident, as

from pure ecstasy, does a rich warble roll its tiny waves

of golden sound through the atmosphere. Their little

bodies are as busy as their voices ; they are in a constant

flutter and restlessness. Even when two or three retreat

to a tree-top, to hold council, they wag their tails and

heads all the time, with the irrepressible activity of their

nature, which perhaps renders their brief span of life in

reality as long as the patriarchal age of sluggish man.

The blackbirds, three species of which consort together,

are the noisiest of all our feathered citizens. Great com-

panies of them—more than the famous *'
four-and-twenty

"

whom Mother Goose has immortalized—congregate in

contiguous tree-tops, and vociferate with all the clamor and

confusion of a turbulent political meeting. Politics, cer-

tainly, must be the occasion of such tumultuous debates ;

but still—unlike all other politicians
—they instil melody

into their individual utterances, and produce harmony as a

general effect. Of all bird-voices, none are more sweet

and cheerful to my ear than those of swallows, in the dim,

Bun-streaked interior of a lofty barn ; tliey address the

heart with even a closer sympathy than Robin Red-

breast. But, indeed, all these winged people, that dwell

iu the vicinity of homesteads, seem to partake of human
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nature, and possess the germ, if not the development, of

immortal souls. AVe hear them saying their melodioua

piayers, at morning's blush and eventide. A little

while ago, in the deep of night, there came the lively
tlirill of a bird's note from a neighboring tree; a real

song, such as greets the purple dawn, or mingles with the

yellow sunshine. What could the little bird mean, by
jK)uring it forth at midnight? Probjibly the music gushetl
out of the midst of a dream, in which he fancied himself

in Paradise with his mate, but suddenly awoke on a cold,

leafless l)ough, with a New England mist penetrating

tlirough his feathers. That was a sad exchange of imagi- /

nation for reahty!
Insects are among the earliest births of spring. Multi-

tudes, of I know not what species, api^eared long ago, on
the surface of the snow. Clouds of them, almost too

minute for sight, hover in a beam of sunshine, and vanish,
as if annihilated, when they pass into the shade. A mos-

quito has ali-eady been heard to sound the small horror of

his bugle-horn. Wasps infest the sunny windows of the

house. A bee entei-ed one of the chamljers, with a

prophecy of flowers. Rare butterflies came l^efore the

snow was off", flaunting in the chill breeze, and looking
forlorn and all astray, in spite of the magnificence of their

dark velvet cloaks, with golden borders.

The fields and wood-paths have as yet few charms io

entice the wanderer. In a walk, the other day, I found
no violets, nor anemones, nor anything in the likeness of a
flower. It was worth while, however, to ascend ourop|K>-
site hill, for the sake of gaining a general idea of t he

advance of spring, which I luxd hitherto been studying in

its minute developments. The river lay around me in a

semicircle, overflowing all the meadows which give it its

Indian name, and offering a noble breadth to sparkle in the

sunbeams. Along the hither shore, a row of trees stood

up to their knees in water; and afar off, on the surface of

the stream, tufts of bushes thrust up their heads, as it were,
to breathe. Tiie most striking objects were great solitaiy

trees, here and there, with a mile-wide waste of water all

around them. The curtailment of the tnmk, by its immer-
sion in the river, quite destroys the fair projxjrtions of tlie

tree, and thus makes us sensible of a regularity and pro-

priety in the usual forms of nature. The flood of the

present season—though it never amounts to a freshet, on
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our quiet stream—lias encroached further upon the land

tlian any previous one, lor at least a score of years. It

has overflowed stone-fences, and even rendered a portion
of the highway navigable for hoats. Tlie waters, however,
are now gradually subsiding ; islands become annexed fo

the mainland ; and other islands emerge, like new
creations, from the vi^ateiy waste. The scene supplies an
admirable image of the receding of the N.le—except that

there is no deposit of black slime;—or of Noah's flood—
only that there is a freshness and novelty in these

recovered portions of the continent, which give the impres-
sion of a world just made, rather than of one so polluted
that a deluge had been requisite to purify it. These up-

springing islands are the greenest spots in the landscape;
the hist gleam of sunlight suffices to cover them with

verdure.

Thank Providence for Spring! The earth—and man
himself, by sympathy with his birth-place—would be far

other than we find tlicni, if life toiled wearily onward,
without this periodical infusion of the primal spirit. Will

the world ever be so decayed, that spring may not renew

its greenness ? Can man be so dismally age-stricken, that

no faintest sunshine of his youth may revisit him once a

year? It is impossible. The moss on our time-worn

mansion brightens into beauty ; the good old pastor, who
once dwelt here, renewed his prime, regained his boyhood,
in the genial breezes of his ninetieth spring. Alas ibrthe

worn and heavy soul, if, whether in youth or age, it have

outlived its privilege of spring-time sprightliness ! From
such a soul, the world must hope no reformation of its

evil—no sympathy with the lofty faith and gallant strug-

gles of those who contend in its behalf. Summer works

in the present, and thinks not of the future; Autumn is a

,

rich conservative; Winter has utterly lost its faith, and

clings tremulously to the remembrance of what has been:

i but Spring, with its outgushing life, is the true type 0f the

Moveiueutl -"
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Than the gentleman above-named, there is nobody, in

the whole circle of my acqtmintance, whom I have more

attentively studied, yet of whom I have less real knowl

£lige, beneath the surface which it pleases him to present.

/Being anxious to discover wiio and what he really is, and

limv connected with me, and what are to be the results, to

liini and to myself, of the joint interest, which, without any
tlioice on my part, seems to be permanently established

between ii^and incited, furthermore, by the propensities

of a student of human nature, though doubtful whether

M. du Miroir have aught of humanity but the figure
—I

have determined to place a few of his remarkable points

before the public, hoping to be favored with some clew to

the explanation of his character. Nor let the reader con-

demn any part of the naiTative as fi-ivolous, since a sub-

ject of such grave reflection diffuses its importance

through the minutest particulars, and there is no judging,

beforehand, Mhat odd little circumstance may do the office

of a blind man's dog, among the perplexities of this dark

investigation. And however extraordinary, marvellous,

preternatural, and utterly incredible, some of the metli-

tated disclosures may appear, I pledge my honor to main-

tain as sacred a regard to fact, as if my testimony were

given on oath, and "involved the dearest interests of the

personage in question. Not that there is matter for a

criminaf accusation against M. du Miroir ; nor am I the

man to bring it forward, if there were. The chief that 1

complain of is his impenetrable mystery, which is no bet-

ter than nonsense, it m'Oficeal aa^lhmg good, and much

worse, in the contrary case.

But, if undue partialities could be supposed to influence

me, 51. du :Miroir might hope to profit, rather than to

suffer by them ; for, in the whole of our long intercourse,

we have seldom had the slightest disiigreenient ; and,

moreover, there are reasons for supposing him a near

relative of mine, and consequently entitled to the best

word that I can give him. He bears, indisputably, a

strong pf^rsoT a1 resemblance to myself, and generally puts

on mourning at the funerals of the family. On the other

hand, his name would indicate a French descent ; in which

ssaae, infinitely preferring
that my blood should flow f.om
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a bold British and pure Puritan source, I beg leave to

disclaim all kindred with M. du Miroir. Some genealo-

gists trace his origin to Spain, and dub
himfa^ knight of

the order of the Caballeuos de los Espejos, one of

whom was overthrown by Don QiiixoteJ But what says
M. du Miroir, himself, of liis paternity and his fatlier-

land ? Not a word did he ever say about the matter ;

and herein, perhaps, lies one of his most especial reasons

for maintaining such a vexatious mystecy—that he lacks

the faculty of speech to expound it. Qiis lips are some-
'

times seen to move ; his eyes and countenance are alive

with shifting expression, as if corresponding by visible

hieroglyphics to his modulated breath ; and jinon, he will

seem to pause, with as satisfied an air, as if he had been

talking excellent senseTj Good sense or bad, M. du Miroir

Is the sole judge of Ins own conversational powers, never

iiaving whispered so much as a syllable, that reached the

cars of any other auditor. Is he really dumb ?—or is all

the world deaf?—or is it merely a piece of my friend's

waggery, meant for nothing but to make fools of us ? If

so, he has the joke all to liimself.

This dumb devil, which possesses M. du Miroir, is, I

am persuaded, the sole reason that he does not make me
the most flattering protestations of friendship. In many
particulars

—indeed, as to all his cognizable and not prc-
ternaturiil points, except that, once in a great while, I

speak a word or two—there exists the greatest apparent

sympathy between us. Such is his confidence in my taste,

that he goes astray from the general fashion, and copies all

his dresses after mine. I never try on a new garment,
without expecting to meet M. du Miroir in one of tho

'^ame pattern, lie has duplicates of all my waistcoats

and cravats, shirt-bosoms of j)recisely a similar plait, and
nn old coat for j)rivate wear, manufactured, I suspect, by
a Chinese tailor, in exact imitation of a beloved old coat

of mine, with a facsimile, stitch by stitch, of a patch upon
the ell)()w. In truth, the singular and minute coinci-

(h'uces that occur, both in the accidents of the passing

day and the serious events of our lives, remind me of

those doul/tfid legends of lovers, or twin-children, twins

of fate, who have lived, enjoyed, suffered, and died, in

unison, each faithfully repeating the least tremor of the

otluir's breath, though separaU'd by vast tmcts of sea and

laud, fcitrange to sa^, my incommodities belong equall/
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tf} my companionithough the burthen is nowise Jilleviated.

by h'u participalionTJ The other morning, after a night of

tormi.nt from the toothache, I met M. du Miroir with

such a swollen anguisU in liis cheek, tlint my own jjangs
were redoubled, as were also his, if 1 might judge by a
fresh contortion of Lis visage. All the inequalities of

my spirit are communicated to him, causing the unfop*

tunate M. du Miroir to mope and scowl through a wh(^e
summer's day, or to laugh as long, for no better reason

than the gay or gloomy crotchets of my brain. Once we
were joint sufferers of a three months* sickness, and met
like mutual ghosts in the fii-st days of convalescence.

Whenever I had been in love, M. du ]\Iiroir has looked

passionate and tender, and never did my mistress discard

me, but this too susceptible gentieman grew lack-ardaisi-

cal. His temjicr, also, rises to blood-heiit, fever-heat, or

boiling-water heat, according to the measure of any wrong
wliich might seem to have fallen entirely on myself. I

have sometimes been calmed down, by the sight of my
own inordinate wrath, depicted on his frowning brow.

Yet, however prompt ia taking up my quarrels, I cannot
call to mind that he ever struck a downright blow ia my
behalf;^or, in fact, do I perceive tliat any real and tangible

good hns" resulted from his constant interference in my
affairs ; so that, in my distrustful moods, I am apt to sus^

pect M. du Miroir's sympathy to be mere outward showv

npt a whit better nor worse than other people's sympath;^!
[^nevertheless, as mortal man must have something in the

guise of sympathy, and whether the true metal, or merely
copperwashed, is of less moment, I choose rather to con-

tent myself with M. du Miroir's, such as it is, than to

seek the sterling coin, and perhaps miss even the counter- .

feipIn my age of vanities, I have often seen liim in the ball*

room, and might again, were 1 to seek him there. Vie
have encountered each other at the Tremont theatre,

where, however, he took his seat neither in the dress-

circle, pit, nor upper regions, nor threw a single glance at
the stage, though the brightest star, even Fanny Kemble
herself, might be culminating there. No ; this whimsical
friend of mine chose to linger in the saloon, near one of the

large looking-glasses which throw back their pictures of
the illuminated room. He is so full of these unaccounta-
ble eccentricities, that I never like to notice M. du Miroir,
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nor to acknowledge the slightest connection with him, in

places of public resort. lie, however, has no scruple about

claiming my acquaintance, even when his common sense,

if he had any, might teach him (hat I would as willingly

exchange a nod with the Old Nick. It was but the other

day, that he got into a large brass kettle, at the entrance of

a hardware store, and thrust his head, tl.e moment after-

wards, into a bright new warming-pan, whence he gave
me a most merciless look of rtcognition. lie smiled, and
so did I ; but these childish tricks niake decent people
rather shy of M. du Miroir, and subject him to more dead
cuts than any other gentleman in town.

One of this singular person's most remarkable poculiari-
ties is his fondness for water, Avherein ho excels any tem-

perance-man whatever. His pleasure, it must be owned,
is not so much to drink it (in which respect, a very mod-
erate quantity will answer his occasions), as to souse hinigelf
over head and cars, wherever he may meetwitli it.

[Per-

haps he is a merman, or born cf a mermaid's marriage
with a mort;il, and thus amphibious by hereditary right,
like the children which the old river deities, or nympha
of fountains, gave to earthly lovcl^ Yt^hen no cleaner

bathing-place happened to le at hand, I have seen the

foolish fellow in a horse-pond. Sometimes he refreshes

himself in the trougli of a town-]iump, without caring what
the people think about him. Often, while carefully pick-

ing my way along the street, after a heavy shower, I have

been scandalized to see M. du ]\liroir, in full dress, paddling
from one mud-puddle to another, and plunging into the

filthy depths of each. Seldom have I peeped into a well,

without discerning this I'idiculous gentleman at the bottom,
whence he gazes up, as through a long telescopic tube, and

probably makes discoveries among the stars by dayliglit.

AVandering along lonesome paths, or in pathless foroi^ts,

when I have come to virgin-ljefiintains, of which it would

have been pleasant to deem myself the first discoverer, I

have started to find M. du Miroir there before me. [The
solitude seemed lonelier for his presence^ I have leaned

from a precipice tliat frowns over Lake George—which

the French called Nature's font of sacr.*!,mental water, and

used it ill their log-church?s here, and their cathedrals

beyond the sea—and seen liim far below, in that pure ele-

ment. At Niagiira, too, where I vvouJd gladly have for-

gotten both myself and hiiu, I could not help observing my
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companion, in the smooth water, on the very verge of the

(uitaract, just above the Table Rock. "Were I to reach the

sources of the Nile, I should expect to meet him there.

Unless he be another Lado, whose garments the depths of

ocean could not moisten, it is difficult to conceive how he

keeps himself in any decent pickle ; though I am bound to

confess, that his clothes seem always as dry and comfort-

able as my own. But, as a friend, I could wish that he
would not so often expose himself in liquor.

All tliat I liave hitherto related may be classed among
those little personal oddities wldch agi*ccably diversify ti.o

s'jrface of society ; and, though they may sometimes annoy
us, yet keep our daily intercoui-se fresher and livelier tlian

if liiey were done away. By an occasional hint, however,
I have endeavored to pave the way for stranger things to

come, which, had they been disclosed at once,M. du Miroir

might have been deemed a sliadow, and myself a person of

no veracity, and this truthful history a fabulous legend.

But, now that the reader knows me worthy of his confi-

dence, I will begin to make him stare.

To speak frankly, then, I could bring the most astound-

ing proofs that M. du ^liroir is at least a conjuror, if not

one of that unearthly tribe with whom conjurors derJ. lie

has inscrutable methods of convejTng himself from place
to place, with the rapidity of tlio swiftest steamboat or

rail-car. Brick walls, and oaken doors, and iron bolts, are

no impediment to his passage. Here in my chamber, for

instance, as the evening deepens into night, I sit alone—
the key turned and withdrawn from the lock—the key-
hole stuffed with paper, to keep out a peevish little blast

of wind. Yet, lonely as I seem, were I to lift one of the

lamps and step five paces eastward, if. du Miroir would
bt sure to meet me, with a lamp also in his hand. And,
were I to take the st-age coach to-morrow, withotit giving
him the least hint of my design, and post onward till tlie

week's end, at whatever hotel I might find myself, I should

expect to share my private apartment with this inevitable

M. du Miroir. Or, out of a mere wayward fantasy, W3re
I to go, by nroonlight, and stand beside the stone fon'. of

the Shaker Spring at Canterbury, M. du ^Sliroir would set

forth on the same fool's errand, and would not fail to meet
me tiiere. Shall I heighten the reader's wonder? While

writing these latter sentences, I happened to glance towarda
Ae large round globe of one of the brass andirons; and

9
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lo !
—a miniature apparilion of M. du Miroir, with las face

widened and grotesquely contorted, as if he were making
fun of my amazement. But he has played so many of
tliese jokes, that they begin to lose their effect. /O^ce,
presumptuous that he was, he stole into the heaven of a

young lady's eyes, so that wljile I gazed, and was dreaming
only of herself, I found him also in my dream. Years
have so changed him since, that he need never hope- to

enter those heavenly orbs agaii^
From these veritable statements, it wl'l be readily con-

cluded, that, had M. du Miroir played such pranks in old
witch times, matters miglit have gone hard with him; ac

least, if the constable and posse comitatus could have exe-
cuted a warrant, or the jailor had been cunning enough to

keep him.
f^ut

it has often occurred to me as a very singu-
lar circumsFance, and as betokening either a temperament
morbidly suspicious, or some weighty cause of apprehen-
sion, that he never trusts himself within the grasp even (rf

his most intimate friend. If you step forward to meet

him, he readily advances
;

if you offer him your hand, he

extends his own, with an air of the utmost frankness, but

though you calculate upon a hearty shake, you do not get
told of his little finger. Ah, this M. du Miroir is a slif

-

pery fellow! J
These, trulj', are matters of special admiration. After

vainly endeavoring, by the strenuous exertion of my own
wits, to gain a satisfactory insight into the character of M.
du Miroir, I had recourse to certain wise men, and also Ui

books of abstruse philosophy, seeking who it was that

haunted me, and wliy. I heard long lectures, and read

huge volumes, with little profit beyond the knowledge
that many former instances aro recorded, in successive

ages, of similar connections between ordinary mortals and

beings possessing iho attributes of M. du Miroir. Some
now alive, perhaps, besides myself, have such attendants.

Would that ]M. du Miroir could be persuaded lo transfer

his attacliincnt to one of those, and allow some otl ei* of liia

race lo }i8s,iinie the situation that he now holds in regaitl
to me! nf I must needs have so intrusive an intimate,
who stares me in the face in my closest privacy, and fol-

lows me even to my b<'d.<'iiamber, I should prefer—scan-

dal apart—the laughing l)!ooni of a youiig girl, to the dark
and bearded gravity of my present companion. But such
de;}ires are never to be

gi:atifie^ Though the members of
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M. du Miroir's family have been accusefl, perliaf>s justlj,
of visiting their friends often in splendid i>alls and seldom
in darksome dungeons, yit tliey exhibit a rare eonstancy
to the objects of their first atlachment, however unlovely
in person or unamiable in disposition, however unfortunate,
or even infamous, and deserted by all the world besides.

So will it be with my associate. Our fates appear insep-

arably blended. It is my belief, as 1 find him mingling
with ray earliest recollections that we came into existence

together, as my shadow follows me into the sunshine, and
that, hereafter, as heretofore, the brightness or ghwm of

my fortunes will shine upon, or darken, the face of M. du
Miroir. As we have been young together, and as it is

now near the summer noon -with both of us, so, if long life

be granted, shall each count his own wrinkles on the

other's brow, and his white hairs on the other's head.

And wberl the cofiin-lid sliall have closed over me, and
that face and form, which, tnore truly than the lover swears
it to his beloved, are the sole light of bis existence, when

they shall be laid in t'.iat dark chamber, whither his swift

and secret footsteps cannot bring him,—then what is to

become of poor M. du Miroir ! WUl he have the fortitude,

with my other friends, to Uiko a last look at my pale coun-

tenancG? ^Vill he walk fo'emost in the funeral train?

Will he come often and haunt around my grave, and weed

away the nettles, and plant flowers amid the verdure, and

scrape t'le moss out of the letters of my burial-^tone?

Will lie linger where I have lived, to remind the neglectful
world of one who staked mucli to win a name, but will not

then care whether he lost or won?
Not thus wiU he prove his deep fidelity. Oh, what

terror, if this friend of mine, after our last farewell, should

t-tep into tlie crowded street, or roam along our old

frequented path, by the still waters, or sit down in the

domestic cirt^le, where our fac^s are most familiar and

beloved! No; but when the rays of Heaven shall bless

mc no more, nor the thoughtful lamp-light gleam njjon my
studies, nor the cheerful fireside gladden the meditative,

man, then, his task fulfilled, shall this mysterious being
vanish from the earth for ever. He will pass to the dark

reoJip of Nothingness, but wHl not find me there.

(There is something fearful in bearing such a relation to

a creature so imperfectly know'n) and in the idea that, to a

fertaiu extent, all wjijt'lj concerns myself will be reflected
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in its consequences upon him. When we feel that another

is to share the selt'-sanie fortune with ourselves, we judge
more severely of our prospects, and withliold our confidence

from that delusive magic which appears to shed an infalli-

bility of happiness over our own pathway. Of late years,

Indeed, there has been much to sadden my intercourse

with M. du Miroir. Had not our union been a necessary
condition of our life, we must have been estranged ere

now. In early youth, when my affections v/ere warm and

free, I loved him well, and could always spend a pleasant
hour in his society, chiefly because it gave me an excellent

opinion of myself. Speechless as he was, M. du Miroir

had then a most agreeable way of calling me a liandsome

fellow ; and I, of course, returned the compliment ; so that,

the more we kept each other's company, the greater cox-

combs we mutually grew. But neither of us need appre-
hend any such misfortune now. When we chance to meet
.—for it is chance oftener than design—each glances sadly
at the other's forehead, dreading wrinkles there, and at our

temples, whence the hair is thinning away too early, and
at the sunken eyes, which no longer shed a gladsome light
over the whole face. I involuntarily peruse him as a
record of my heavy youth, Avhich has been v,?asted in slug-

gishness, for lack of hope and impulse, or equally thrown

away in toil, that had no wise motive, and has accom-

plished no good end. yT perceive that the trnnquil gloom
of a disappointed soul has darkened through his counte-

nance, Avliero tlio blackness of the future seems to mingle
with the shadows of the past, giving him the aspect of a

fated maij^ Is,it4oo wild a thought, that myjate^have may
assumed this image of myself, and therefore haunts me with

puch ijievitable i^ertinacify, originating every act which it

n|)l>ears to imitate, while it deludes me by jiretending to

share the events, of which it is mcrclj^ic Emblem and the

prophccy^M I nuist banish this idea, or i^^will throw too

de:'p an awe round my companion. At our next meeting,

especially if it be at midnight or in solitude, I fear that 1

shall glance asidfe and shudder ; in which case, as M. du

JMiroir is extremely sensitive to ill-treatment, he also will

avert his eyes, and express horror or disgust.
But no ! This is unworthy of me. As. of old, I sought

liis society for the bewitching dreams of woman's love

wliich he inspired, and because I fancied a bright fortune

iu his aspect, so now will I hctld daily and long communioa
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with him, for the sake of th(^ stern lessons that he will

teach my manhood. With fold<!«l arms, we still sit lace to

face, and lengthen out our silent converse, till a wiser

cheerfulness shall have been wrouglit from the very tex-

ture of despondency. He will say, perhaps indignantly,
that it befits only him to mourn for the decay of outward

grace, which, while he possessed if, wa.s his all. But have
not you, he will ask, sC treasure in reserve, to which every

year may add far more value than age, or death itself, can

snatch from that miserable clay ? He will tell me, that

th6ugh the bloom of life has been nipt with a frost, yet the

soul must not sit shivering in its cell, but bestir itself map-

fully, and kindle a genial warmth from its own exercise,

against the autumnal and the wintry atmosphere. And I,

in return, will bid him be of good cheer, nor take it amiss

that I must blanch his locks and wrinkle him up like a
wilted apple, since it shall be my endeavor so to beautify
his face with intellect and mild benevolence, that he shall

profit immensely by the change. But here a smile ^ill

glimmer somewhat sadly over M. du Miroir's visage.
When this subject shall have been sufficiently discussed,

we may take ud Others as important. ^Reflecting uj)on his

power of following me to the remotest regions and into the

deepest privacy, I will compare the attempt to escape him
^\

to the hopeless race that men sometimes run with memory, 11

or their own hearts, or their moral selves, which, though pi
burthened with cares enough to crush an elephant, will ('

never be one step behii^dj/l' will be self-contemplative, as
nature bids me, and make Intai the jjictuj-e or \is\hl&^[>ey
of what I muse upon, that my mind may not wander so 1

vaguely as heretofore, chasing its own shadow through a
'

chaos, and ciUching only the monsters that abide tlierjj

[Then will we turn our thoughts to the spiritual worhl, of
the reality of which my companions shall furnish me an

illustration, if not an argument. For, as we have only the
.^

testimony of the eye to M. du Miroir's existence, while all \
the other senses would foil to inform us that such a figure

^•

stands within arm's length, wherefore should there not be

keings innumerable, close beside us, and filling heaven and
earth with their multitude, yet of whom no cori>oreal

perception can take cognizance? A blind man might as

reasonably deny that M. du Miroir exi^ts, as we, because

the Creator has hitherto ^nthheld the spiritual perception,
cac therefore contend that ttiere are no spuit^A Oh, there
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are ! And, at this moment, when the subject of wliich T

write hits grown strong within mc, and surrounded itself

with tliose solemn and awful associations which might have

Bcemed most alien to it,\I_ could fancy that M. du Miroir

himself is a wanderer from the spiritual world, with noth-

ing human, except Lis illusive garment of visibility.

Methinks I should tremble :iow, were liis wizard power, of

gliding through all impediments iu search of me, to place
him suddenly bcforo my cjes^

Ilal What is yonder? Shape of mystery, did the

tremor of n.y heart-strings vibrate to thine own, and call

thee from thy home, among the dancers of the Northern

Lights, and shadows flung from departed sunshine, and

giant spectres that appear on clouds at daybreak, and

aHi-ight the climber of the Alps ? In truth, it startled me,
as I threw a weary glance eastward across the chamber, to

discern a unbidden guest, with his eyes bent on mine.

The identical Monsieuk du MmoiK ! Still, tliere he srts,

and retu'rns my gaze with as much of awe and curiosity,

as if he, too, had spent a solitary evening in fantastic mus-

ings, and made mo Lis theme. So inimitJibly does lie

counterfeit, that I could almost doubt which of us is the

visionary form, or whether each be not the other's mys-

tery, and both twin brethren of one fate, in mutually
reflected spheres. Oh, friend, canst thou not hear and

answer me ? Break down the barrier between us ! Grasp

my hand! Speak I Listen I

\A^
few words, perhaps,

might satisfy the feverish yearnuig of my soul for some

master-thought, that should guide me through this labyrinth
of life, teachhig wherefore I was born, and how to do my
task on earth, and what is death. Alas ! Even that un-

real image should forget to ape me, and smile at these

vain questions. Thus do mortals deify, as it were, a mere

shadow of themselves, a spectre of human reason, and ask

of that to unveil the mysteries, which Divine Intelligence

has revealed so far as needful to our guidance, and hid the

rcCJ
F'arewell, Monsieur du Mii-oir. Of you, perhaps, as of

many men,5t may be doubted whetlier you are the wiaet,^

thuuj^b your whole budiuefis id Kkflkutiujnu



THE HALL OF FANTASY.

IT has happened to me, on various occasions, to find my-

self in a certain edifice, which would appear to have som?

of the characteristics of a public Exchange. Its interior w
a spacious hall, with a pavement of white marble. Over-

head is a lofty dome, supported by long rows of pillars, of

fantastic architecture, the idea of which w^s probably taken

fi-om the Moorish ruins of the Alhambra, or periiaps from

some enchanted edifice in the Arabian Tales. The

windows of this hall have a breadth and grandeur of design,

and an elaborateness of workmanship, that have nowhere

been equalled, except in the Gothic cathedrals of the old

world. Like their prototypes, too, they admit tlie light of

heaven only through stained and pictured glass, thus filling

the hall with many^olored radiance, and painting its

marble floor with beautiful or grotesque designs ; so that

its inmates breathe, as it were, a visionary atmosphere, and

tread upon the fantasies of poetic minds. These peculiari-

ties, combining a wilder mixture of styles than even an

American architect usually recognizes as allowable—
Grecian, Gothic, Oriental, and nondescript—cause the

whole edifice to give the impression of a dream, which

might be dissipated and shattered to fragments, by merely

stamping the foot upon the pavement. Yet, with such

modifications and repairs as successive ages demand, the

Hall of Fantasy is likely to endure longer than the mosi

substantial structure that ever cumbered the earth.

It is not at all times that one can gain admittance into

this edifice; altliough most persons enter it at some period

or other of their Uves—if not in their waking moments,

tiien by the universal passport of a dream. At my last

visit, I wandered thitlier unawares, while my mind waa

busy with an idle tale, and was startled by the throng of

people who seemed suddenly to rise np around me.

'liless me! "Where am I?" cried I, with but a dba
recoirnition of the place.

" You are in a spot,'* said a friend, who chanced to be

near at hand,
" which occupies, in the world of fancy, the

^ame position which tlie Bourse, the Rialto, and the Ex-

ef;an<^e, do in the comniercial world. All who have atfaira

\ti th^t mystic region, which lies alove, below, or beyond
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the Ac^tual, may here meet^ an'l talk over the business of

their dreams."
" It is a noble hall,** observed I.

"Yes," he replied.
*' Yet we see but a small portion of

the edifice. In its upper stories are said to be apartments,
where the inhabitants of earth may hold converse with
tliose of the moon. And beneath our feet are gloomy cells,
which communicate with the infernal regions, and where
monsters and chimeras are kept in confinement, and fed

with all unwholesomeness."
In niches and on pedestals, aroundabout the hall, stood the

statues or busts of men, who, in every age, have i)eeu

rulers and demi-gods in the realms of iniagination, and its

kindred regions. The grand old countenance of Homer ;

the shrunken and decrepit form, but vivid face of vEsop;
the dark presence of Dante; the wild Ariosto; Rabehiis's

emilc of deep-wrought mii'th; the profound, pathetic
humor of Cervantes ; the all-glorious Shakspeare ; Spenser,
rno( t guest for an allegoric structure ; the severe divinity
of Milton; and Bnnyan, moulded of homeliest clay, but in-

stinct with celestial fire—were those that chiefly attracted

my eye. Fielding, Richardson, and Scott, occupied con-

spicuous pedestals. In an obscure and shadowy niche wiis

deposited the bust of our countryman, the author of Arthur

Mervyn.
" Besides these indestructible memorials of real genius,"

remarked my companion, "each century has erected statuea

of its own ephemeral favorites, in wood."
"I observe a few crumbling relics of such," said I.

"Bnt ever and anon, I suppose. Oblivion comes with her

huge broom, and SAvceps them all from the marble floor.

But such will never be the fate of this fine statue of

Goethe."
"Nor of that next to it—Emanuel Swedenborg," said

he. "Were ever two men of transcendent imagination
more unlike?** >

In tlic centre of the hall springs an ornamental fountain,

the water of which continually throws itself into new

shapes, and snatches the most diversified hues from the

stained atmos[)here aronnd. It is in^possiblo to conceive

what a strange vivacity is imparted to the scene by the

magic dance of this fountain, with its endless transforma-

tions, in which the imaginative beholder may discern what
form be will. The water is supposed by some to flow from
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the same source as the Castalian spring, and is extolled by
others as uniting the virtues of the Fountain of Youth with

tiiose of many other enchanted wells, long celebrated in

tale and song. Having never tasted it, I can bear no tes-

timony to its quality.
" Did you ever drink this water? "

I iuqulred of my
friend.

" A few sips, now and then,** answered he. ** But thero

are men here who make it their constant beverage—or, at

least, have the credit of doing so. In some instances, it is

known to have intoxicating qualities.
"
Pray let us look at these water-drinkers," said I.

So we passed among the fantastic pillars, t!ll we came to

a spot where a number of persons were clustered together,
in the light of one of the great stained windows, which
seemed to glorify the whole group, as well as the marble
that they trod on. Most of them were men of broad fore-

heads, meditative countenances, and thoughtful, inward

eyes ; yet it required but a trifle to summon up mirth,

peeping out from the very midst of grave and lofty mus-

ings. Some strode about, or leaned against the pillars of
the hall, alone and in silence ; their faces wore a rapt ex-

pression, as ifsweet music were in the air around them, or
as if their inmost souk were about to float away in song.
One or two, perhaps, stole a glance at the bystanders, to

watch if their poetic absorption were observed. Others
stood talking in groups, with a liveliness of expression, a

ready smile, and a light, intellectual laughter, which showed
how rapidly the shafts of wit were glancing to-and-fro

among them.

A few held higher converse, which caused their calm
and melancholy souls to beam moonlight from their eyes.
As I lingered near them—for I felt an inward attraction

towards these men, as if the sympathy of feeling, if not of

genius, had united me to their order—my friend mentioned
several of their names. The world has likewise heard
those names; with some it has been familiar for years; and
others are daily making their way deeper into the univer-

sal heart.
" Thank heaven," observed I to my companion, as we

passed to another part of the hall, "we have done with
this tetchy, wayward, shy, proud, unreasonable set oflaurel-

gatherers. I love them in their works, but hftve little

desire to meet them elsewhere."
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" You have nrlopted an old prejudice, I see," replied my
friend, who was tannhai- with most of these worthies, being
himself a student of poetry, and not without the poetic
flame. " But so far as my experience goes, men of gcnuia
are fairly gifted with the social qualities; and in this age,
there appears to be a fellow-feeling among them, which
had not heretofore been developed. As men, they ask

notliing better than to be on equal terms with their fellow-

men ; and as authors, they have thrown aside their pro-
verbial jealousy, and acknowledge a generous brotherhood."

"The world does not think so," answered I. "An
author is received in general society pretty much as we
honest citizens are in the Hall of Fantasy. We gaze at

him as if he had no business among us, and question
whetlier he is fit for any of our pursuits."
"Then it is a very foolish question," said he. "Now,

here are a class of men, whom we may daily meet on

'Change. Yet what poet in the hall is more a fool of

fancy than the sagest of them?"
He pointed to a number of persons, who, manifest as

the fact was, would have deemed it an insult to be told that

they stood in the Hall of Fantasy. Their visages were
traced into wrinkles and furrows, each of which seemed
the record of some actual experience in life. Their eyes
had the shrewd, calculating glance, which detects so quickly
and so surely all that it concerns a man of business to

know, about th'3 characters and purposes of his fellow-

men. Judging them as they stood, they might be honored

and trusted members of the C^hamber of Commerce, who
had found the genuine secret of wealth, and whose sagac-

ity gave them the command of fortune. There was a

character of detail and matter-of-fact in their talk, which

concealed the extravagance of its purport, insonmeh that

tlie wildest schemes had the aspect of e very-day reahties.

Thus the Hstener was not startled at the idea of cities to

be built, as if by magic, in the heart of pathless forests;

and of streets to be laid out, wlierc now the sea was

tossing; and of nn'ghty rivere to be stayed in tlieir courses,

iJti order to turn the machinery of a cotton-mill. It was

only by an effort—and scarcely then—tliat tho mind con-

vinced itself that such speculations were as much matter of

Cuitasy as tlie old dream of Eldorado, or a.s Mammon's Cave,

or any other vision of gold, ever conjured up by the iuia^

^i^lw Qf UGedy poet or rouiau(iu adveptun^iTt
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**TJpon my word,** said I, "it is daugtrous to listen

to such dreameis as these! Their madness is cou-

tagious."
" Yes," said my friend, "because they tnistal?e the Hall

of Fantasy for actual brick and mortar, and its purple

atmosphere for unsophisticated Bunshine. But the poet
knows his w hereabout, and therefore is less likely to make a
Tool of himself in real life."

" Here again," observed I, as we ailvanced a little

f'jrther, "we see another order of dreamers—peculiarly

characteristic, too, of the genius of our country."
These were the inventors of fantastic machines. Mod-

els of their contrivances were placed against some of tlie

pillars of the hall, and afforded good emblems of the

result generally to be anticipated from an attempt to

reduce day-dreams to practice. The analogy may hold in

morals, as well as physics. For instance, here was the

model of a railroad through the air, and a tunnel under

the sea. Here was a machine—stolen, I believe—^for the

distillation of her.t from moonshine ; and another for the

condensation of morning-mist into square blocks of gran-

ite, wherewith it was proposed to rebuild the entire Hall of

Fantasy. One man exhibited a sort of lens, whereby he
bad succeeded in making sunshine out of a lady's smile ;

and it was his purpose wholly to irradiate the earth by
means of liis wonderful invention.
" It is nothing new," said J,

' for most of our sunshine

comes from woman's smile already."

"True," answered the inventor; "but my machine will

secure a constant supply for domestic use—whereas, hith-

erto, it has been very precarious."
Another person hr.d a scheme for fixing the reflections

of objects in a pool of water, and thus taking the most life-

like portraits imaginable ; and the same gentleman demon-
; strafed the practicability of giving a permanent dye to

. ladies' dresses, in tlie gorgeous clouds of sunset. There
were at least fifty kinds of perpetual motion, one of which
was applicable to the wits of newspaper editors and writ-

era of every description. Professor Espy was here, with

a tremendous stoi in in a jrnm-elastic base. I could enu-

merate many more o£ these Utopian inventions ; but,
nfter all, a more imaginative collection is to be tbund in

the Patent Office at Washington.

Tuniing from the iuventoi-s, we took a moro : 'i ;ul
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flurvey of the inmates of the hall.
'

Many persons wefB

present, whose right of entrance appeared to consist in

some crotchet of the brain, which, so long as it might

operate, produced a change in their relation to the actual

world. It is singular how very few there are, who do not

occasionally gain admittance on such a score, either in

abstracted musings, or momentary thoughts, or blight an

ticipations, or vivid remembrances; for even the actual

becomes ideal, wliether in hope or memory, and beguiles
the dreamer into the Hall of Fantasy. Some unfortu-

nates make their whole abode and business here, and con-

tj-act habits which unfit them for all the real employments
of life. Others—but these are few—possess the faculty,
in their occasional visits, of discovering a purer truth than

the world can impart, among the I'ghts and shadows of

these pictured windows.
And with all its dangerous influGnces, we have reason to

thank God, that there is such a place of refuge from the

gloom and chillness of actual life. Hither may come the

prisoner, escaping from his dark and narrow cell, and
cankerous chain, to breathe free air in this enchanted

atmosphere. The sick man leaves his weary pillow, and
finds strength to wander hither, though his wasted Imibs

might not support him even to the threshold of his cham-
ber. The exile passes through the Hall of Fantasy, to

revisit his native soil. The burthen of years rolls ilown

from the old man's shoulders, the moment that the door

uncloses. Mourners leave their heavy sorrows at the

entrance, and here rejoin the lost ones, wliose faces would
else be seen no more, until thought shall have become the

only fact. It may be said, in truth, that there is but half

a. life—the meaner and earthlier half—for those who never

find their way into the hall. Nor must I fail to mention,

that, in the observatory of the edifice, is kept that wonder-
ful perspective glass, through which the shepherds of the

Delectable Mountains showed Christian the far-off gleam
of the Celestial City, The eye of Faith still loves to

gaze through it.

" I observe some men here," said I to my friend,
" who

might set up a strong claim to be reckoned among the

most real pei-sonages of tin; day."
"
Certainly," lie replied.

" If a man be in advance of

his age, he must be content to make his abode in this hall,

until the lingering generations of his fellow-men come up
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with liim. lie can find no other shelter in the univer.-=e.

But the fantasies of one day are the deepest realities of a
future one."

"It is difficult to distinguish them apart, amid the

gorgeous and bewilJering light of this hall," rejoined I.

"The white sunshine of actual life is necessary in order to

test them. 1 am rather apt to doubt both men and their

reasonings, till I meet them in that truthful medium."
"
Perhaps your faith in the ideal is deeper thnn you are

aware," said my friend. "You are at least a Democrat ;

atid methinks no scanty share of such faith is essential to

the adoption of that creed."

Among the characters who had elicited these remarks,
were most of the noted reformers of the day, whether in

physics, politics, morals, or religion. There is no surer

method of arriving at the Hall of Fantasy, tiian to throw
one's self into the current of a theory ; for, whatever land-

marks of fact may be set up along tho stream, there is a
law of nature that impels it thither. And let it be fo ;

for here the wise head and capacious heart may do tlicir

work ; and what is good and true becomes gradually har'I-

ened into fact, while error melts away and vanishes amoi:g
the shadows of the hall. Therefore may none, who believe

and rejoice in the progress of mankind, be angry with me
because I recognized their apostles and leaders, amid the

fantastic i-adiance of those pictured windows. I love an^
honor such men, as well as they.

It would be endless to desciibe the herd of real or self-

. styled reformers that peopled this place of refuge. They
rere the representatives of an unquiet period, when man-

pkind is seeking to cjist off the whole tissue of ancient cus-

tom, like a tattered garment. Many of them had got
possession of some crystal fragment of truth, the bright-
ness of which so dazzled them, that they could see nothing
else in th3 wide universe. Here were men, whose faith

had embodied itself in the Ibrm of a jX)tato ; and others

whose long beards had a deep spiritual significance. Here
was the abolitionist, brandisliing his one idea like an iron

flail. In a word, there were a thousand shapes of good
and evil, faith and infidelity, wisdom and nonsense,—a

lno^t incongruous throng.
Yet, withal, the ht'ai-t of the stanchest conservative,

unless he abjure<l his fellowship with man. could hardly
hiive helped tlu-obbin^ in symjmihy wi'h the spii-it thai
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pervaded these innumerable theorists. It was good fcMT

tlie man of unquickened heart to listen even to their folly.

Far down, bt'yuiid the fathom of the intellect, the soul

iiL'knowledged that all these varying and conflicting devel-

*»pments of humanity were united in one sentiment. Be
the individual theory as wild as fancy could make it, still the

w iser spirit would recognize the struggle of the race after a
better and purer life than had yet been realized on earth.

JMy faith revived, even while I rejected all their schemes.

It could not be that the world should continue for evel"

what it has been ; a soil where Happiness is so I'are a

flower, and Virtue so often a blighted fruit ; a battle-field

where the good principle, with its shield flung above its

head, can hardly save itself amid the rush of adverse influ-

ences. In the enthusiasm of such thoughts, I gazed

through, one of the pictured windows; and, behold! tiie

whole external world was tinged with the dimly glorious

aspect that is peculiar to the Hall of Fantasy; insomuch
tliat it seemed practicable, at that very instatit^ to realize

some plan for the perfection of mankind. Tiui, alas! if

reformers would uiulei-stand the Si)here in which their lot

is cast, they must cease to look through pictured windows.
Yet they not only use this medium, but mistake it for the

whitest sunshine.
*' Come," said I to my friend, starting from a deep

reyerie,—*' let us hasten hence, or I shall be tempted to

tnake a theory—after which, there is little hope of any
man."
*'Come liither, then," answered he. "Here is one

theory that swallows up and annihiUites all others."

He led me to a distant part of the hall, where a crowd
of deeply attentive auditors Avere assembled round an

elderly man, of plain, honest, trustworthy aspect. AVilh

an earnestness that betokened the sincerest failh in his

own doctrine, he announced that the destruction of the

world was close at hand.
"It is Father Miller himself!" exclaimed I.

"No less a man," said my friend: *' and observe how
(ucturesque a contrast between his dogma, and those of the

reformers whom we have juht glanced at. They look for

(he earthly perfection of mankind, and are forming schemes
which iini)ly that the innnortal spirit will be connected
wilh a physical nature, for innuuieraMe ages of futurity.
On ti^e Qthey I-|and, here gomes ^oo4 Father Miller, an<Jl,
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with one puff of liis rtientler^ theory, scatters all their

dreams like so many withered leaves upon the bla.-t."

'' It is, perhaps, tlie only methotlof getting mankind out

of the various pei-plexities into which they have fallen," I

replied.
" Yet I could wish that the world might be per*

mitted to endui-e, until some great moral shall have been

evolved, A riddle is propounded. "Where is the solu-

tion ? The sphinx did not slay hers^'lf until her riddle had

been gue>sed. "Will it not be so with the world? ^'ow,
if it bhould be burnt to-morrow morning, I am at a loss to

know what purpose will have been accomplished, or how
the universe v ill be wiser or better for our existence and
dcf.truction."

"• We cannot tell what mighty truths may have been

embodied in act, through the existence of the globe and
its inhabitanls," rejoined my companion.

"
Perhaps it

may be revealed to us, after the fall of the curtain over

our catastrophe ; or not impossibly, the w hole drama, in

w!iich we are involuntary actors, may have been performed
for the instruction of another set of spectatore. I cannot

perceive that our own comprehension of it is at all essential

to the matter. At any rate, while our view is so ridicu-

lously narrow and supei-ficial, it would be absurd to argue
the continuance of t!;e world from the fact that it seems
to have existed hitherto in vain."

" The poor old Earth," murmured I. " She has faults

enough, in all conscience ; but I cannot bear to have her

perish."
" It is no great matter," said my friend. " The happiest

of us has been weary of her, many a time and oft."
" I doubt it," answered I, pertinaciously; "the root of

human nature strikes down deep into this earthly soil ; and
it is but reluctantly that we submit to be transplanted,
even for a higher cultivation in Heaven. I query whether
the destruction of tlie earth would gratify any one indi-

vi.hial; except, perlmps, some embarrassed man of busi-

ness, whose notes fall due a day after the day ot" doom."

Then, methought, I heard the expostulating cry of a
multitude against tlie consummation prophesied by Father
JSIiller. The lover wrestled with Providence for his fore-

shadowed bliss. Parents entreated that the earth's span
of endurance might be prolonged by some seventy years,
so that their new-lx)rn infant should not be defrauded of

bis lite time. A youthful |>uct murmuieU, becuuue there
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would be no posterity to recognize the inspiration of hia

pong. The refbrn)ers, one and ail, demanded a few thou-

sand years, to test their theories, after which the universe

might go to wreck. A mechanician, who was busied with

an improvement of the steam-engine, asked merely tin^e

to perfect his model. A miser insisted that the world's

destruction would be a personal wrong to himself, unless

be should firet be permitted to add a specified sum to li s

enormous heap of gold. A little boy made dolorous

inquiry whether the last day would come before Christma.s.

and tlius deprive him of his anticipated dainties. In short,

nobody seemed satisfied that this mortal scene of things
should have its close just now. Yet, it must be confessed,

the motives of the crowd for desiring its continuance were

mostly so absurd, that, unless Infinite Wisdom had been

aware of much better reasons, the solid Earth must have
melted away at once.

For my own part, not to speak of a few private and

personal ends, I really desired our old Mother's prolonged
existence, for her own dear sake.

« The poor old Earth !
"

I repeated.
« What I should

chiefly regret in her destruction would be that very earth-

liness, which no other sphere or state of existence can

renew or compensate. The fragrance of flowers, and of

new-mown hay ; the genial warmth of simshine, and the

beauty of a sunset among clouds ; the comfort and cheer-

ful glow of the fireside; the deliciousness of fruits, and
of all good cheer ; the magnificence of mountains, and

seas, and cataracts, and the softer charm of rural sccneiy ;

even the fast-falling snow, and the grey atmosphere through
W'liich it descends—all these, and innumerable other enjoy-
able things of earth, must perish with her. Then the

country frolics; the homely humor; the broad, open-
mouthed roar of laughter, in which body and soul conjoin
so heartily! I fear that no other world can show us any-

thing just like this. As for purely moral enjoyments, the

g(K)d will find them in every state of being. But where
tl e material and the moral exist together, what is to hap-

pen then ? And then our miite four-footed friends, and the

winged songsters of our woods. Might it not be lawful to

regret them, even in the hallowed groves of Paradise?"

"You 6fw>ak like the very spirit of earth, imbued with

a sceut of freshly-turned soil 1
" exclaimed my Meud.
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"It is not that I so much object to ^ving up thei'e

enjovments, on my own account," continued I; "but 1

hate to think that they will have been eternally annihi-

lated from the list of joys."
" Nor need they be," he replied.

** I see no real force

in what you say. Standing in this Hall of Fantasy, we

perceive wliat even the earth-clogged intellect of man can

do, in creating circumstances which, though we call them

shadowy and visionary, are scarcely more so than those

that surround us in actual life. Doubt not, then, that

man's disembodied spirit may recreate Time and the

World for itself, with all their peculiar enjoyments, should

there still be human yearnings amid life eternal and in-

finite. But I doubt whether we shall be inclined to play
such a poor scene over again."

"Oh, you are ungrateful to our Mother Earth!" re-

joined I.
" Come what may, I never will forget herl

Neither will it satisfy me to have her exist merely in idea.

I want her great, round, solid self to endure interminably,
and still to be peopled with the kindly race of man, whom
I uphold to be much better than he thinks himself. Nev-

ertheless, I confide the whole matter to Providence, and
shall endeavor so to live, that the world may come to an
end at any moment, without leaving me at a loss to find

foothold somewhere else."
*' It is an excellent resolve," saic! my companion, look-

ing at his watch. "But come: it is the dinner Lour.
Will you partake of my vegetable diet ?

"

A thing so moiter-of-fact Jis an invitation to dinner,
even when the fare was to be nothing more substantial

than vegetables and fruit, comixihed us forthwith to

remove from the Hall of Fantasy. As we passed out of
the portal, we met the spirits of several persons, who had
been sent thither in magnetic sleep. I looked bn; k

among the sculptured pillars, and at the transformatiors
of the gleaming fountain, and almost desired that I he,

whole of life might be spent in that visionary scene,

where the actual world, with its hard angles, should never

rub against me, and only be viewed through the medium
of pictured windows. But, for those who waste all their

djiys in the Hall of Fantasy, good Father Miller's proph-

ecy is alrea^ly accomplished, and tlie solid earth has come
to an untimely end- Let us be couteut, therefore, with

10
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merely an occasional visit, for the pake of spiritualizing
tiie grossness of this actual life, and prefiguring to our-

selves a state, in which the Idea shall be all ia alU

THE CELESTIAL HAILEOAD.

Not a great while ago, passing tlirougli tlie gale of

dreams, I visited tliat region of the earth in which lies the

famous city of Destruction. It interested me much to

learn that, by the public spirit of some of the inhabitants,

a railroad has recently been established between tliis pop-
ulous and flourishing town, and the Celestial City. Hav-

ing a little time upon my hands, I resolved to gratify a
liberal curiosity to make a trip thither. Accordingly, one
fine morning, after paying my bill at the hotel, and direct-

ing the porter to stow my luggage behind a coach, I took

my seat in the vehicle and set out for the Station-house.

It was my good fortune to enjoy the company of a gentle-
man—one ]\Ir. Smooth-it-aAvay—who, though he had never

actually visited the Celestial City, yet seemed as well

acquainted witli its laws, customs, policy, and statistics,

as with those of the city of Destruction, of which ho was
a native townsman. Being, moreover, a director of the

railroad corporation, and one of its largest stockholders,

he had it in Jiis power to give me all desirable information

respecting that praisewortliy enterprise.
Our coach rattle^ out of the city, and, at a short dis-

tance from its outskirts, passed over a bridge, of elegant

constru-ction, but somewhat too slight, as I imagined, to

sustain any considerable weight. On botli sides lay an

extensive quagmire, which could not have been more dis-

agreeable either to sight or smell, had all the kennels of

tliC earth emptied their pollution there.
"
This," remarked Mr. Smooth-it-away,

" is the fnnioua

Slough of Despond—a disgrace to all the neighborhood ;

and the greater, that it might so easily be converted into

jlrra grotuid."
"I have understood,** said T, "that efforts have been

made for that purpose, from time imnieuiorial. Butiyan
mentions that above twenty thousand cart-loads of whole-

some instructious hud been tlirowu in here, without

effect,"
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"Very probably!—and what effect could be anticipated

from such unsubstantial stutF?" cried Mr. bmooth-it-

away. "You observe this convenient bridge. We olv

tained a sufficient foundation for it by throwing into the

Slough some editions of books of morality, volumes of

French philosophy and German rationalism, tracts, ser-

mons, and essays of modern clergymen, extracts from

Plato, Confucius, and various Hindoo sages, together with

a few ingenious commentaries upon texts cf Scripture—
all of which, by some scientific process, have been con

verted into a mass like granite. The whole bog might be

filled up with similar matter.

It really seemed to mc, however that tke bridge
vibrated and heaved up and down in a vi r; tuiinidable

manner; and, spite cf Mr. Smooth-it-away'; testimony to

the solidity cf its foundation, I should be Icth to cross it

in a crowded omnibus; especially, if each passenger were

encumbered with as heavy luggage as that gentleman and

myself. xTeverthelcss, Ave got over without accident, and

soon found ourselves at the Station-house. This very
neak and spacious edifice is erected ou the site cf the little

Wicket-CiiUc, which formerly, as all eld pilgrims Avill

recollect, stood directly across the h'.gliwa}', and, by its

inconvenient narrowness, was a great obstruction to the

traveller of liberal mind ar.d ex; aiisive stomach. The
reader of John Bunyan wi.l be glad to know, that Chris-

tian's old friend Evangelist, who was accustomed to sup-

ply each pilgrim with a mystic roll, now presides at the

ticket office. Some malicious persons, it is true, deny the

identity of this reputable character with the Evangelist of

old times, and even pretend to bring competent evidence

of an imposture. "Without involving myself in a dispute,
I shall merely observe, that, so far as my experience goes,
the square pieces of paste board, now delivered to passen-

gers, are much more convenient and useful along tlie road,

tlian the antique roll of parchment. "Whether they will

be as readily received at the gate of the Celestial City, 1

decline giving an opinion.
A large number of passengers were already at the

Station-house, awaiting the departure of the cars. By
tiie asjiect and demeanor of these persons, it was easy to

judge that the feelings of the community had undergone a

v?ry favorable change, in reference .jo the celestial pilgrim-

Hge. U >voul4 \rd\x- done puuyau'^ ht-art good to s«§
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it. Instead of a lonely and ragged man, with a huge
burthen on his back, plodding along sorrowfully on foot,

while the whole city hooted after him, here were parties
of the lirst gentry and most respectable people in the

neighborhood, setting forth towards the Celestial City, as

cheerfully jis if the pilgrimage were merely a summer tour.

Among the gentlemen were characters of deserved emi-

nence, magistrates, politicians, and men of wealth, by
whose example religion could not but be greatly recom-

mended to their meaner brethren. In the ladies' apart-

ment, too, I rejoiced to distinguish some of those flowers

cf fashionable society, who are so well fitted to adorn the

most elevated circles of the Celestial City. There was
much pleasant conversation about the news of the day,

topics of business, politics, or the lighter matters of

amusement ; while religion, though indubitably the main

thing at heart, was thrown tastefully into the back-

ground. Even an infidel would have heard little or noth-

ing to shock his seosibility.

One great convenience of the new nietliod of going on

pilgrimage, I must not forget to mention. Our enormous

burthens, instead of being cari-ied on our shoulders, as had

been the custom of old, were all snugly deposited in the

baggage-car, and, as I was ^assured, would be delivered to

their i-espectivc owners at the journey's end. Another

thing, likewise, the benevolent reader will be delighted to

understand. It may be remembered that there was an

ancient feud between Prince Beelzebub and the keeper of

the Wicket-Gate, and that the adherents of the former dis-

tinguished personage were accustomed to shoot deadly
arrows at honest pilgrims, while knocking at the door.

This dispute, much to the credit as well of the illustrious

potentate above-mentioned, as of the worthy and enlight-

ened Directors of the railroad, has been pacifically

arranged, on the principle of mutual compromise. The
I'lince's subjects are now pretty numerously employed
about the Station-house, some in taking care of the bag-

gage, others in collecting fuel, feeding the engines, and
such congenial occupations ; and I can conscientiously

affirm, that pei-sons more attentive to their business, more

willing to accommodate, or more generally agreeable to

the passengers, are not to be found on any railroad.

Every good heart must surely exult at so satisfactory aa

^rangement of uu iiumcmorial difficulty.



THE CELESTIAL HAILROAH. I4d

""WTiere is Mr. Great-heart?" inquired I. "Bejond
a doubt, the Directors have engaged that famoua old

champion to be chief conductor on the raih-oad?"

"Why, no," said Mr. Smooth-il^^iway, witlx a dry
cough.

" He was offered the situation of brake-man ; but,
to tell you the truth, our friend Great-heart has grown
preposterously stiff and narrow in his old age He has so

often guided pilgrims over the road, on foot, that he con-

siders it a sin to travel in any other fashion. Besides, the

old fellow had entered so heartily into the ancient feud

w-ith Prince Beelzebub, that he -would have been perpet-

ually at blows or ill language with some of the prince's

subjects, and thus have embroiled us anew. So, on the

whole, we were not sorry when honest Great-heart went
off to the Celestial City in a huff, and left us at liberty to

choose a more suitable and accommodating man. Yonder
comes the conductor of the train. You will probably
recognize him at once."

The engine at this moment took its station in advance
of the cars, looking, I must confess, much more like a sort

of mechanical demon that would hurry us to the infernal

regions, than a laudable contrivance for smoothing our

way to the Celestial City. On its top sat a personage
almost enveloped in smoke and Gsnue, which—not to

startle the reader—appeared to gush from his own mouth
and stomach, as well as from the engine's brazen abdomen.

" Do my eyes deceive me? "
cried I. *' AVhat on earth

is tills! A living creature?—if so, he is own brother to

the engine he rides ujx)n !
"

"Poh, poh, you are obtuse !" said Mr. Smooth-it-away,
with a hearty laugh.

" Don't you know ApoUyon,
Christian's old enemy, with whom he fought so fierce a
battle in the Valley of Humiliation ? He was the \ery
fellow to manage the engine ; and so we have reconciled

him to the custom of going on pilgrimage, and engaged
him as chief conductor."

"Bravo, bravo!" exclaimed I, with irrepressible en-

thusiasm, "this shows the liberality of the age; this

proves, if anything can, that all musty prejudices are in a
fair way to be obliterated. And how will Christian

rejoice to hear of this happy transfomiation of his old

antagonist ! I promise myself great pleasure in informing
him of it, when lie reached the Celestial City."

The passengers being all comfortably seated, we noiT
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rattlerl away merrily, accomplishing a gi-eater distance in

ten minutes tlian Cliristian probably trudged over in a clay.

I* was laughable whihi we gliinced along, as it were, at

the tail of a thunderbolt, to serve two dusty foot travel-

lers, in the old pilgrim-guise, with cock-shell and staff,

their mystic rolls of parchment in their hands, and their

intolerable btuthens on their backs. The preposterous

obstinacy of these honest people, in persisting to groan and
stumble along the dillicult pathway, rather than take

advantage of modern improvements, excited great mirth

among our wiser brotherhood. We greeted the two pil-

grims with many pleasant gibes and a roar oflaugliter;

whereupon, they gazed at us wiih such woeful and

absurdly compassionate visages, that our merriment grew
tenfold more obsti'cperous. A; ollyon, also, entered heart-

ily into the fun, and contrived to flirt the smoke and flame

of the engine, or of his own crcalh, into their faces, and

envelope them in an atm.osphere ofscalding steam. These
little practical jokes amused us miglitil}^, and doubtless

aiTbrded the pilgrims the gratification of considering them-

selves mart}'rs.
At some distance from the railroad, Mr. Smooth-it-away

pointed to a hu-jre, antique edifice, "vshich, he observed,

was a tavern of long standing, and had formerly been a

noted stopping-place for pilgrims. In Bunyan's road-book

it is mentioned as the Interpreter's Ilonse.

"I have long I ad a curiosity to visit that old mansion,**

remarked I.

" It is not one ofour stations, as you perceive," said my
companion. "The keeper was violently oijosed to the

railroad ; and well he might be, as the track left Iiis house

of entertainment on one side, and thus was pretty certain

to deprive him of all his reputable cnstomei-s. But the

foot-pnth still passes his door ; and the old gentleman now
and then receives a call fiom some simple traveller, and

entertains l.im with fare as old-fashioned as himself."

Before our talk on this subject came to a conclusion,

we were rushing by the place where Christian's burthen

f 11 from his shoulders, at the sight of the Cross. This

Staved as a theme for Mr. Smooth-it-away, Mr. Live-for-

the-world, Mr. Ilide-sin-in-the-heart, Mv. Scaly-consci-rice,
and a knot ofgentlemen from the town of Sliun-repentance,
to descant upon tli<! inestimable advantages resulting from

the safety of our baggage. ]Mysclf, and all the passengera
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Indeed, joined with great unanimity in this view of the

matter ;
for our burthens were rich in many things es-

teemed precious throughout the world ; and especially, we
each of us possessed a great vai'iety of favorite Habits,
which we trusted would not be out of fashion, even in the

polite circles of the Celestial City. It would have been a
sad spectacle to see such an assortment of valuable articles

lumbling into the sepulchre. Thus pleasantly conversing
on the favorable circumstances of our position, as com-

ppred with those of past pilgrims, and of narrow-minded
ones at the present day, we soon found om"selvesat the i'oat

of the Hill Difficulty. Through the very heart of this

rocky mountain a tunnel has been constructed, of most
admirable architecture, with a lofty arch and a spacious
double-track i so that, unless the earth and roeks should

chance to crumble down, it will remain an eternal monu-
ment of the builder's skill and enterprise. It is a great

though incidental advantage, that the materials from the

heart of the Hill Difficulty have been employed in filling

up th'/. Valley of Humiliation ; thus obviating the necessity
of descending into that disagreeable and unwholesome
hollow.

"This is a wonderful improvement, indeed," said I.

"Yet I should have been glad of an opportunity to visit

the Palace Beautiful, and be inlroduced to the charming
young ladies—Miss Prudence, Miss Piety, Miss Charity,
»nid the rest—who have the kindness to entertain pilgrims
thuM-e,"

"
Young ladies !

"
cried "Mr. Smooth-it-away, as soon as

he could speak for laughing. "And charming young
iadies! AVliy, my dear fellow, they are old maids, every
<ou\ of tht-m—prim, starched, dry, and angular—and not
one of tht-m, I will venture to say, has altered so nuich as
ih -• fashion of her gown, since the days of Christian's pil

grimage"
"Ah, well,** said I, much comfoi-ted,

" then I can very
readily dispense with their acquaintance.'*
The respectable Apollyon was now puttmg on the steam

at a prodigious rate, anxious, perhaps, to get rid of the

unpleasant reminiscences (orr.ie ted with the spot where
he had so disastrously encountered Christian. Consulting
Mr. Buryan's road-book, I p<Tceived that we must now
be within a few miles of the Valley of the Shadow of

JJeftth ; into wluch doleful region, at our
present s^eed, W9
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should plunge much sooner than seemed at all desirable.

In truth, I expected nothmg better than to find myself in

the ditch on one side, or the quag on the other. But on

communicating my apprehensions to Mr. Smooth-it-away,
he assured me that the difficulties of this passage, even in

its worst condition, had been vastly exaggerated, and that,
in its present state of improvement, I might consider my-
self as safe as on any railroad in Christendom.

Even while we were speaking, the train shot into the
entrance of this dreaded Valley. Though I plead guilty
to some foolish palpitations of the heart, during our nead-

long rush over the causeway here constructed, yet it were

unjust to withhold the highest encomiums on the boldness

of its original conception, and the ingenuity of those who
executed it. It was gratifying, likewise, to observe how
much care had been taken to dispel the everlasting gloom,
and supply the defect of cheerful sunshine; not a ray of

which has ever penetrated among these awful shadows.

For this purpose, the inflammable gas, wliich exudes plen-

tifully from the soil, is collected by means of pipes, and
thence communicated to a quadruple row of lamps, along
the whole extent of the passage. Thus a radiance has

been created, even out of the fiery and sulphurous curse

that rests for ever upon the Valley ; a radiance hurtful,

however, to the eyes, and somewdiat bewildering, as I dis-

covered by the changes which it wrought in the visages of

my companions. In this respect, as compared with natu-

ral daylight, there is tlie same difference as between truth

and falsehood; but if the reader have ever travelled

through the dark Valley, he will have learned to be thank-

ful for any light that he could get ; if not from the sky
nbove, then from the blasted soil beneath. Sucli was the

red brilliancy of these lamps, tliat they appeared to build

walls of fire on both sides of the track, between which we
held our course at lightning speed, while a reverberating
tliuuder filled the Valley with its echoes. Had the engine
run off the track—a catastrophe, it is whispered, by no
means unprecedented—the bottomless pit, if there be any
such place, would undoubtedly have received us. Just as

some dismal fooleries of this nature had made my heart

'juake, there came a tremendous shriek, careering along
the Valley as if a thousand devils had burst their lungs to

utter it, but which proved to be merely the whistle of tho

engine, ou urrivuig at a stopping-place»
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The spot, where we had now paused, is tlu' same lliat our

friend Buiiyan—truthful man, but infected with many
fjintastio notions—has designated, in terms phiiner tlian 1

like to repeat, as the mouth of tlie infernal region. This,

however, must be a mistake; iiiasnmeh as Mr. Smooih-it-

away, while we remained in the smoky and luiid cavern,
took occasion to prove that Tophet has not even a nirla-

phorical existence. The place, he assured us, is no other

than the crater of a half-extinct volcano, in which th(; Diretv

tors had caused forges to be set up, for the manufacture of

railroad iron. Hence, also, is obtained a plentiful supply of

fuel for the use of the engines. Whoever had gaze<l into

the dismal obscurity of the braid cavern-mouth, whence
ever and anon darted huge tongues of dusky ilame,—and
had seen the strange, half-shaped monsters, and visions of

laces horribly grotesque, into which the smoke seemed to

wreathe itself,—and had heard the awful murmurs, and

shi-ieks, and deep shuddering whispers of the blast, some-

times forming themselves into words almost articulate,—
would have seized uiwin Mr. Smooth-it-away's comfortable

explanation, as greedily as we did. The inhabitants oi the

cavern, moi-eover, were unlovely personages, dark, smoke-

begrimed, genei-ally deformed, with mis-shajK'n feet, and a

glow of dusky redness in their eyes r as if their hearts had

caught fire, and were blazing out of the upper windows.
It struck me as a peculiarity, that the laborers at the forge,
and those who brought fuel to the engine, when tliey began
to draw short breath, [jositively emitted smoke from their

mouth and nostrils.

Among the idlers about the train, most of whom were

puiruig cigai-s which they hud lighted at the flame of tlie

cniter, I was jjerplexed to i.oLice several who, to my cer-

tain knowledge, had heretofore set forth by raili-oad for

the Celestial City. They looked dark, wild, and smoky,
with a singular resemblance, indeed, to the native inhabit-

ants; like whom, also, they had a disagreeabh; projK'nsity to

ili-natured g b.s and sneers, the habit of whicli hatl wrought
a settled contortion of their visages. Having Ijeen on sjx'ak-

ing terms with one of these j)er?ons
—an indolent, g<»od-

ior-nothing fellow, who went by tlie name of Take-it-easy—I called him, and inquired what was his business there-

*'Did you not start," said I, "for the Celestial City?"
**That*safact," said Mr. Take-it-easy, carelessly puffing

some smoke Into my eyes.
" But I Jieai"U such U»J 9*i-
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counts, iluit I never look pains to climb tlie hill, on winch
tlic city sliuids. No business doing—no fun going on

iiotliing to drink, and no smoking allowed—and u thrum-

ming of church-music from morning till night! I would
not stwy in such a place, if they offered me house-rocm and

living free."

"But, my good Mr. Take-it-easy," cried I, "why tala

up your residence heiv, of all pkices in the world?"

"Oh," said the loafer, with a g:in, "it is very warm
hereabouts, and I meet Avith i^lenty of oUl acquaintances,
and altogether the place suits me. I hope to see you bai k

again, some day soon. A pleasant journey to you 1

"

AVhile he svas speaking, the bell of the engine rang, and
\ve dashed away, after dropping a few passengers, but

receiving no k3w or.es. Rattling onward through the

Valley, we were dazzled with the fiercely gleaming gas-

lamps, as before. But sometimes, in the dark of intense

brightness, grim faces, that bore the aspect and expression
of individual 3ins, or evil passions, seemed to thrust them-
selves through the veil of light, glaring upon us, and

stretching forth a great diisLy hand, as if to in\pede our

progress. I almost thought, that they were my own sins

that ajipalled me there. These were freaks of imagination
•—nothing more, certainly,

—mere delusions, which I ought
lobe heartily asliamed of—but, all through the Dark Val-

ley, I was tormented, and pestered, and dolefully bewil-

dered, Avith the Siime kind of waking dreams. The me-

phitic gases of that region intoxicate the brain. As the

light of natural day, howcA'cr, began to struggle Avith the

glow of the lanterns, these vain imaginations lost their

A'ividness, and finally vanished with the first ray of sun-

eliine that gi-eeted our escape from the Valley of the

Sliadow of Death. Ere Ave had gone a mile beyond it, I

could Avell nigh haAC taken my oath, that this Avhulo

gloomy passage Avas a dream.
At the end of the Valley, as John Bunyan mentions, is

ft cavern, Avhere, in his days, dwelt two cruel giants, Pope
and Pagan, Avho had strewn the gi-ound about their resi-

dence Avith th(! bones of slaughtered pilgiims. These vilw

old ti-oglodytes are no longer there ; but in their deserli'd

cave anol]»er terrible giant has flirust himself, and makes
it his business to seize upon honest liavellers, and fat

tliem for his table with ])lentiful meals of snioke, mist,

mvonsliine^ raw potatoes^ and saw-vlus^ lie is u Qermau
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by birth, and is called Giant Transcendentaiist ; but as to his

form, his features, his substance, and his nature generally,
it is the chief peculiarity of this huge miscreant, that

neither he for himself, nor anybody for him, has ever been
able to describe them. As we rushed by the cavern's

mouth, we caught a hasty glimpse of him, looking some-
what like an ill-proportioned figure, but considerably
more like a heap of fog and duskiness. He shouted after

us but in so strange a phraseology, that we knew not

what he meant, nor whether to be encouraged or

aifrighted.
It was late in the day, when the train thundered into

the ancient city of Vanity, where Vanity Fair is still at

the height of prosperity, and exhibits an epitome of what-
ever is brilliant, gay, and fascinating, beneath the sun.

As I purposed to make a considerable stay here, it grati-
fied me to learn that there is no longer the want of

harmony between the townspeople and pilgrims, which

impelled the former to such lamentably mistidicn meas-
ures as the persecution of Christian, and the fiery martyr-
dom of Faithful. On the contrary, as the new railroad

brings with it great trade and a constant influx of stran-

gers, the lord of Vanity Fair is its chief patron, and the

capitalists of the city are amomg the largest stockholders.

Many passengers stop to take their pleasure or make their

profit in the Fair, instead of going onward to the Celes-

tial City. Indeed, such are the charms of the place, that

people often affirm it to be the true and only heaven ;

stoutly contending that there is no other, that those who
seek further are mere dreamers, and that, if the fabled

brightness of the Celestial City lay but a bare mile be-

yond the gates of Vanity, they would not be fools enough
to go thither. "Without subscribing to these, perhaps,
exaggerated encomiums, I can truly say, that my abode in

the city was mainly agreeable, and my intercourse with
the inhabitants productive of much amusement and in-

struction.

Being naturally of a serious turn, my attention was
directed to the solid advantages derivable from a residence

here, rather than to the effervescent pleasures, which are
the grand object with too many visitants. The Christian

reader, if he have had no accounts of the city later than

Bunyan's time, will be surprised to hear that almost i-\cvy
Street has its church, and that the reverend cle.-g)- tiro
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nowhere held in higher respect than at Vanity Fail. And
well do they deserve such Iionoral)le estimation ; for the

maxims of wisdom and virtue which fail from their lips,

come from as deep a spiritual source, and tend to as lofty

a religious aim, as tliose of the sagest pliilo?ophers of oid.

In justification of this high praise, I need only mci.tion

the names of the llrv. Mr. Shallow-deep; the Rev. Mi-.

Stumble-at-Ti'uth ;
that fine old clerical chai-acter, the

Rev. Mr. Tiiis-to-tlay, who expects shortly to resign his

pulpit to the Rev. Mr. That-to-morrow ; together x^itli the

Rev. LIr. Bewilderment ; the Rev. Mr. Clog-the-spiiit ;

a:ul, last and greatest, the Rev. Dr. "Wind-of-dociiine.

The labors of these eminent divines are aided by tliOsc of

innumerable lecturers, who diffuse such a various pro-

fundity, ia a.l subjects of human or celestial science, that

any man may acquire an omnigenous erudition, wilhont

tI:o trouble cf even learning to read. Thus literature ig

cthorealized by assuming for its medium the human voice;

and knowledge, depositing all its heavier particles
—

except, doubtless, its gold—becomes exhaled into a sound,

which forthwitli steals into the ever-open ear of the com-

munity. These ingenious methods constitute a Sort of

machinery, by which thought and study are done to every

person's hand, without his putting himself to the sligl.test

inconvenience in ths matter. There is another species of

machine for the wholesale manufacture of individual mor-

ality. Tl.is excellent result is effected by societies for all

manner of virtuous purposes ; with a\ hich a man has

merely to connect h'mself, throwing, as it were, his quota
of virtue into the common stock ; and the president and

directors will take care that the aggirgate amount be well

applied. All tliese, and other wonderful improvements
in etliics, nligion, and literature, being made plain to my
oomprehcnsion, by the ingenious Mr. Smooth-it-awny,

inspired me with a vast admiration of Vanity Fair.

it won'd fill a volume, in an age of pamphlets, were I

to i-ecoi-d all my observations in this great capital of

human business and pleasure. There was an uidimited

ninge of society
—the jWYverful, the wise, the witty, and

the famous in every walk of life—princes, presidents,

poets, g(;nerals, artists, actors, and philanthropists, ail

making their own market at the F:iir, and deeming no

price too exorbitant for such commodities as bit tlieii

&Dcy. It was well worth one's while, even if he had no
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idea of buying or selling, to loiter tli rough the bazaars,
and observe the various sorts of tralfic tliut were £0 ng
forward.

Some of the purchasers, I thought, made very foolish

bai-gains. For instance, a young man having inherited a

splendid fortune, laid out a considerable portion of it in

the purchase of diseases, and finally sjx^nt all the rest for

a heavy lot of repentance and a suit of rags A very

pretty girl bartered a heart as clear as crystal, and which
seemed her most valuable possession, fv-r another jewel of

the same kind, but so worn and defaced as to be utterly
worthless. In one shop, there were a gi-eat mtuiy crowns
of laurel and myrtle, which soldiers, authors, statesmen,
and various other people, pressed eageily to buy ; some

purchased these paltry wreaths with their lives ; othei-s by
a toilsome servitude of years; and many saci-ificed what-

ever was most valuable, yet finally slunk away without

the crown. There was a sort of stock or scrip, called

Conscience, which seemed to be in great demand, and
Vvould purchase almost anything. Indeed, few rich com-

modities were to be obtained M-ithout pacing a heavy sum
in this particular stock, and a man's business was selJom

Very lucrative, unless he knew precisely when and how to

tirovf his hoard of Conscience into the market. Yet as

this stock was the only thing of permanent value, who-
ever parted with it was sure to find himself a loser, in the

long run. Several of the speculations were of a question-
able character. Occasionally, a member of Congress re-

cruited his pocket by the sale of his constituents ; and I

was assured that public officers have often sold tlieir coun-

try at very moderate prices. Thousands sold their happi-
ness for a whim. Gilded chains were in great demand,
and purchased with almost any sacrifice. In truth, those

who desired, according to the old adage, to se'l anything
valuable for a song, might find customers all over the

Fair ; and there were innumerable messes of pottage, pip-

ing hot, for such as chose to buy them with their birth-

rights. A few articles, however, could not l»e found gen-
uine at Vanity Fair. If a customer wished to renew his

stock of youth, the dealers offered him a set of false teeth

and an auburn wig ; if he demanded peace of mind, they
recommended opium or a brandy-bottle.

Tracts of land and golden mansions, situated in the

Celestial City, were often exchanged, at very disadvaur



158 M08SE9 FROM AN OLD MANSE.

tagcous rates, for a few yem-s' lease of small, dismal, in-

coiiveuient tenements in Vanity Fair. Prince Beelzebul?

himself" took great intei-est in this sort of traffic, and
sometimes condescended to meddle with smaller matters.

1 once had tlie pleasure to see him bargaining with a miser

for his soul, which, after much ingenious ekirmi.-hing on

both sides, liis Highness succeeded in obtaining at about

tl<e value of sixpence. The prince remarked, with a

smile, that he was a loser by the transaction.

Day after day, as I walked tlie streets of Vanity, my
manners and deportment became more and more like those

of the inhabitants. The place began to seem hke home ;

the idea of pursuing my travels to tlie Celestial City was
almost obliterated from my mind. I was reminded of it,

however, by the sight of the same pair of simple pilgrims
at whom we had laughed so heartily, when ApoUyon
puffed mnoke and steam into their faces, at the commence-
ment of our journey. There they stood amid the densest

bustle of Vanity—the dealers offering them their purple,

and flne linen, and jewels; the men of wit and humor

gibing at them ; a pair of buxom ladies ogling them
askance ; while the benevolent Mr. Smooth-it-away whis-

pered some of his wisdom at their elbows, and pointed to

a newly-ei-ected temple,—^but there were these worthy

simpletons, making the scene look wild and monstrous,

merely by their sturdy repudiation of all part in its busi-

ness or pleasures.
One of them—Ins name was Stick-to-the-right

—per-

ceived in my face, I supj^wse, a species of sympathy and

rtlmost admiration, which, to my own great surprise, I

could not help feeling for this pragmatic couple. It

prompted him to address me.

"!Sir," inquired he, with a sad, yet mild and khidly

voice,
*' do j'ou call yourself a pilgrim ?

"

"Yes," I replied, ''my right to that np^iellation is

Indubitable. I am merely a sojourner here in Vanity

Fair, being bound to the Celesiial City by the new rail-

road."

"Alas, friend," rejoined Mr. Stiek-to-thc-right, "T do

assure you, and beseech you to receive the truth of my
words, that that whole concern is a bubble. You may
travel on it all your lifetime, were you to live thousands

of yenrSi and yet never get l)eyond the limits of Vanity

F;ur I Yfp ; tlwugh ^ou should dewn ^yurself euK'J J«g
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the gates uf the Blessed City, it will be notliing out a.

miserable delusion."

"The Lord of the Celestial City," began the other

pilgrim, whose name was Mr. Foot-it-to-Heaven,
*' has

refused, and will ever refuse, to gi"ant an act of incorj»orar

tion for this railroad ; and unless that be obtained, no

jMissenger can ever hojK^ to enter his dominions. Where-

fore, every man, who buys a ticket, must lay his account

with losing the purchase-money—which is the vjdue of his

own soul."
" Poh, nonsense !

"
said Mr. Smooth-it-away, taking my

arm and leading me off,
" tliese fellows ought to be

indicted for a libel. If the law stood as it once did in

Vanity Fair, we should see them grinning through the

iron bars of the prison window."
This incident made a considerable impression on my

mind, and contributed with other circumstances to indis-

pose me to a permanent residence in the city of Vanity ;

although, of coui-se, I was not simple enough to give up
my original plan of gliding along easily and commodiously
by railroad. Still, I grew anxious to be gone. There
was one strange thing that troubled me ; amid the occu-

pations or amusements of the Fair, nothing was more com-
mon tlian for a person—whether at a feast, theatre, or

church, or ti-aflTicking for wealth and honors, or whatever
he might be doing, and however unseasonable theinterrujv
tion—suddenly to vanish like a soap-bubble, and be nevtr

more seen of his fellows ; and so accustomed were the hit-

ter to such little accidents, that they went on with their

business, as quietly as if nothing had happened. But it

was otherwise with me.

Finally, after a pretty long residence at the Fair, I

resumed my journey towards the Celestial City, still with
Mr. Smooth-it-away at my side. At a short distance be-

yond the suburbs of Vanity, we passed ti:e ancient silver

mine, of which Demas was the fii-st discoverer, and
which is now Avi-ought to great advantage, supplying

nearly all the coined currency of the world. A little

further onward Avas the spot where Ix)t's wife had stood

for ages, under the semblance of a pillar of salt. Curious
travellere have long since carried it away piecemeal. Had
all regrets Ijeen punished as rigorously as this poor dame's

were, my yearning for the reliiKjuished delights of Vanit}'
Fair might have produced a similar change in my own
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corporeal substance, and left me a warning to futur»»

pilgrims.
Tlie next remarkable object was a large edifice, con-

structed of moss-groAvn stone, but in a modern and airy

style of architecture. The engine came to a pause in its

vicinity witli the usual tremendous shriek.
" Tliis was formerly the castle of the redoubted giant

Despair," observed Mr. Smooth-it-away ;
"
but, since his

deatli, Mr. Flimsy-faith has repaired it, and now keeps an
excellent house of entertainment here. It is one of our

stoj)ping-places.
"

" It seems but slightly put together," remarked I, look-

ing at the frail, yet pondeix)us walls. *' I do not envy
Mr. Flimsy-faith his habitation. Some day it will thun-

der down upon the heads of the occupants."
" We shall escape, at all events," said Mr. Smooth-it-

away,
" for Apollyon is putting on the steam again."

The road no»v plunged into a gorge of the Delectable

Mountains, and traversed the field where, in former agesy
the blind men wandered and stumbled among the tombs.

One of these ancient tomb-stones had been thrust across

the track, by some malicious person, and gave the train of

cars a terrible jolt. Far up the rugged side of a mountain,
I perceived a rusty iron door, half overgrown with bushes

and creeping plants, but with smoke issuing from its

crevices.
" Is that," inquired I,

*' the very door in the hill-side,

which the shepherds assured Christian was a by-way to

Hell?"
"That was a joke on the part of the shepherds," said

Mr. Smooth-it-away, with a smile. " It is neither more
nor less than the door of a cavern, which they use as a
smoke-house for the preparation of mutton hams."

My recollections of the journey are now, for a little

space, dim and confused, inasmuch as a singular drowsi-

ness here overcame me, owing to the fact that we were

passing over the enchanted gi-ound, the air of which en-

coui-ages a dip|X)siiion to sleep. I awoke, however, as

sixm as we crossed the l)orders of the pleasant land of

Bi'ulah. All the passengei-s were rubbing their eyes, com-

paring watches, and congmtulating one another on the

pr<»8jK!ct of ai-riving so seasonably at the journey's end.

The sweet breezes of this happy clime came refreshingly
to our nostrils ; we belicld the glinuuering guiih of silver
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fountains, overhung by trees of beautiful foliage and delic-

ious fruit, which were propagated by gnifts from the

celestial gardens. Once, as we dashed onward like a

hurricane, there was a flutter of wings, and the bright

appearance of an angel in the air, speeding forth on some

heavenly mission. The engine now announced tlie clase

vicinity of the final Station-house, by one last and hori-i-

ble scream, in which there seemed to be distinguishable

every kind of wailing and woe, and bitter fierceness of

wrath, all mixed up with the wild laughter of a devil or a
madman. Throughout our journey, at every stopping*

place, Apollyon had exercised his ingenuity in screwing
tiie most abominable sounds out of the whistle of the

steam-engine ; but in this closing effort he outdid himself,

and created an infernal uproar, which, besides disturbing
the peaceful inhabitants of Beulah, must have sent its dis-

cord even tlu-ough the celestial gates.
While the Iiorrid clamor was still ringing in our ears,

we heard an exulting strain, as if a thousand instruments

of music, with height, and depth, and sweetness in their

tones, at once tender and triumphant, were struck in uni-

son, to greet the approach of some illustrious hero, who
had fought the goo^l fi^ht and won a glorious victory, ami
•was come to lay aside his bartered arms for ever. Look-

ing to ascertain what might be the occasion of this glad

harmony, I perceived, on alighting from the cars, that a
multitude of shining ones had assembled on the other
side of the river, to welcome two poor pilgrims, who were

just emerging from its depths. They were the same
whom Apollyon and ourselves had persecuted with taunts

and gibes, and scal<ling steam, at the commencement of
our journey—the same whose unworldly aspect and

impressive words had stirred my conscience, amid the

wild revellere of Vanity Fair.
" How amazingly well those men have got on !

"
cried

I to INIr. Smooth-it-away.
" I wish we were secure of as

good a reception."
*' Never fear—never fear !

'* answered my friend.
" Come—make haste ; the ferry-boat will Ijc off dii*ectly ;

and in tliree minutes you wiU be on the other side of the

river. No doubt you will find coaches to carry you up to

the city gates."
A steam ferry-boat, the last improvement on this impor-

tant rout^, Uiy at the river side, puffiug, snortmg* and
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smitfing all those other disagreeable utterances, "which

betoken tlie departure to be immediate. I hurried on
board with the rest of the passengers, most of whom were

in great perturbation ; some bawling out for their bag-

gage; some tearing tlicir hair and exclaiming that the

boat would explode or sink ; some already pale with the

heaving of the stream ; some gazing atTrighted at the

ugly aspect of the steersman ; and some still dizzy with

the slumberous influences of the Enchanted Ground.

Looking back to the shore, I was amazed to discern Mr.

Smooth-it-away waving his hand in token of farewell I

"Don't you go over to tho Celestial City?" ex-

alaimed I.
*' Oh, nol** answered he with a queer smile, and that

same disagreeable contortion of visage which I had
remarked in the inhabitants of the Dark Valley.

*' Oh,
no 1 I have come thus far only for the sake of your

pleasant company. Good bye I We shall meet again."
And then did my excellent friend, JMr. Smooth-it-away,

laugh outright; in the midst of which cachinnation, a

emoke-wreath issued from his mouth and nostrils, while

a twinkle of lurid flame darted out of either eye, proving

indubitably that his heart was all of a red blaze. The

impudent fiend I To deny the existence of Tophet, when
he felt its fiery tortures raging within his breast ! I rushed

to the side of the boat, intending to fling myself on shore.

But the wheels, as they began their revolutions, threw a

dash of spray over me, so cold—so deadly cold, with the

chill that will never leave those waters, until Death be

drowned in his own river—that, with a shiver and a

lieart<iuake, I awoke. Thank heaven, it was a Dream I

THE PROCESSION OP LIFE.

Life figures itself to me as a festal or funereal proceft-

sion. All of us have our places, and are to move onward

under the direction of the Chief Marshal. The grand

difficulty results from the invariably mistaken principles
on which the deputy marshals seek to arrange this immense
concourse of people, so nnich more numerous than tho^e

that train their interminable length through streets and

Highways iu times of political excitem^^nt. Their scheme
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ia ancient, far beyond the memory of man, or ev«?n the
record of history, and has hitherto byen very Httle modi-
fied by the innate sense of something wrong, and the dim

ptTception of better methods, that have disquieted all the

ages through which the procession has taken its march.
Its members are classified by the merest external cinmm-

stances, and thus are more certain to be thrown out of
their true positions than if no principle of arrangement
were attempted. In one part of the procession we see

men of landed estate or monied capital, gravely keeping
each other comjwiny, for the preposterous reason that they
chance to have a similar standing in the tax-ga(herer'a
book. Trades and professions march together, with

scarcely a more real bond of union. In this manner, it

cannot be denied, people are disentangled fioiu tlie mass,
and separated into various classes acconling to certain

apparent relations ; all have some artificial badge, tt-hich

the world, and themselves among the first, learn to con-
sider as a genuine characteristic Fixing our attention

on such outside shows of similarity or difference, we lose

sight of those realities by which nature, fortune, fate, or

Providence, has constituted for every man a brotlierhood,
wlierein it is one great office of human Avisdom to classifj
him. "When the mind has once accustomed itself to a

proper arrangement of the Procession of Life, or a true

classification of society, even though merely speculative,
there is thenceforth a satisfaction which pretty well snf.

tices for itself, without the aid o[ any actual reformatioa
in the order of march.

For instance, assuming to myself the power of mar-

v^halhng the aforesaid procession, I direct a trumpeter to

send forth a blast loud enough to be heard from hence to

Cliina ; and a herald with world-pervading voice, to make
proclamation for a certain class of mortals to take their

places What shall be their principle of union ? After

all, an external one, in comparison with many that might
he found, yet far more real than tiiose which the world
lias selected for a similar purpose. Let all who are

afflicted witii like physical diseases form themselves into

ranks !

Our first attempt at classification is not very successftil.

It may gratify the pride of aristocracy to reflect, that dis-

ease, more than any other circumstance of human life,

pays due observance to the distinctions which rank and
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wealth, anfl poverty and lowliness have established among
mankind. Some maladies are rich and precious, and

only to be acquired by the right of iniieritance, or pur-
chased with gold. Of tliis kind is the gout, which serves

as a bond of brotherhood to tlie purple-visaged gentry,
who obey tlie herahl's voice, and painfidly hobble from all

civilized regions of the globe to take their post in the

grand procession. In mercy to their toes, let us hope that

the march may not be long. The Dyspeptics, too, nre

people of good standing in the world. For them the

earliest salmon is caught in our eastern rivers, and the

shy woodcock stains the dry leaves with his blood, in his

remotest haunts ; and the turtle comes from the far Pacric

islands to be gobbled up in soup. They can atford to

flavor all their dishes Avith indolence, which, in spite of

the general opinion, is a eauce more exquisitely piquant
than appetite won by exercise. Apoplexy is another

liiglily respectable disease. We will rank together all

who have the symptom of dizziness in the brain, and, as

fast as any drop by the way, supply their places with new
members of the board of aldermen.

On the other hand, here come whole tribes of people,
whose physical lives are but a deteriorated vai'iety of life,

and thems(3lves a meaner species of mankind; so sad an

fIFect has been wrought by the tainted breath of cities,

scanty and unwholesome food, destructive mo<les of lal)or,

and the lack of those moral supports that might partially
have counteracted such bad inlluences. Behold here a

train of house painters, all afHicted with a peculiar sort of

colic. Next in place Ave will marshal those workmen in

cutlery, Avho have breathed a fatal disorder into their lungs,

with the impalpable dust of steel. Tailoi-s and shoemak-

ers, being sedentary men, will chiefly congregate into one

part of the procession, and march under siir.ilar banners

of disease ; but among them wc may observe here iuid

there a sickly student, who has left his health between

the leaves of classic volumes; and clerks, likewise, who
have cauglit their deaths on higii ofhciid stools; and men
of genius too, who have written sheet after sheet, with pens

dipped in their heart's bl(K>d. These are a wretched, (piak-

ing, short-breatlied set. But what is this crowd of pale-

oheeked, slender girls, who disturb the ear with the nml-

tfplicjty of t lujir short, dry coughs ? They are seamstresses

who havg plied the daily mid nightly aeedle in the service
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of master tailors and close-fisted contractors, until now it is

almost time for each to hem the bordei-s of her own shi-oud.

Consumption points their place in the procession. With
tiieir sad sisterhood are intermingled many youthful
maidens, who liave sickened in aristoci-atic mansions, and
fjr whose aid science has unavailingly searched its volumes,
and whom breathless love has watched. In our ranks the

rich maiden and the poor seamstress may walk arm in arm.

We might find innumei"able other instances, where the lK)nd
|

of mutual disease—not to speak of nation-sweeping pesti- j

lence—embraces high and low, and makes the king a
brother of the clown. But it is not hard to own that tlis-

ease is tlie natural aristoci-at. Let him keep his state, aisil

have his established orders of rank, and wear his royal
mantle of the color of a fever fiush; and let the noble and

wealthy boast their own physical infirmities, and display
tlieir symptoms as the badges of high station ! All things
considered, these are as pro|)er subjects of human pride as

any relations of human rank that men can fix upon.
Sound again, thou deei>-breathed trumpeter! and herald,

with the voice of might, shout forth another summons,
that shall reach the old baronial castles of Europe, and
the rudest cabin of our western wilderness ! What class is

n^xt to take its place in the procession of mortal life?

Let it be those whom the gifts of intellect have united in a
noble brotherhood!

Aye, this is a reality, before which the conventional dis-

tinctions of society melt away, like a vapor when we would

gi".isp it with the hand. Were Byron now alive, and

Burns, the first would come from his ancestral Abbey,
flinging aside, although unwillingly, the inherited honora
of a thousand yeai-s, to take the arm of the mighty peasant,
who gi-evv immortal while he stooped behind his j)louglu
Tliese are gone; but the hall, the farmer's fireside, the hiit,

perl'.aps the palace, tluJ counting-room, the work-shop, the

village, the city, life's high places and low ones, may all

produce their jwcts, whom a common t<'m{)erament

pervades like an electric sympathy. Peer or ploughman,
will muster them, pair by pair, and shoulder to sliouKler.

Even society, in its most artificial state, consents to this

arrangement. These factory girls from Lowell shall mate
themselves with the pride of drawing-ix)oms and litei-ary cir-

cles—the bluel>ells in fashion's nosegay, the Sapphos, and

JJoutagues, and Nortons of the age. Other modes of iu-
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tellect bring together as strange companies. Silk-gowned

professor oi" languages, give your arm to this sturdy black-

smith, and deem yourself honored by tlie conjunctifin,

thougli you behold him grimy fiom the anvil. All vario

ties of human speech are like h s n!0(her tongue to fhi;

rare man. Indiscriminately, let tlio?e take their plac<s,

of whatever rank they <,ome, who possess the kingly g:it>

to lead armies, or to sway a people,
—Natin-e's generals,

her lawgivers, her kings, and \vi(h them, also, the deep

philosophers, wl.o think the thought in one generalion tliat

is to revolutionize society in the next. AVilh the hered-

itary legislator, in whom eloquence is a far-descende<l at-

tainment—a rich echo repeated by poweiful voices, froui

Ciceio downward—Ave will match some wondrous back-

woodsman, who has caught a wild power of language from

the breeze among his native forest boughs. But we may
safely leave bretliren and sisterhood to settle their own

congenialities. Our ordinary distinctions become so tri-

fling, so impalpable, so ridiculously visionary, in comparison
with a classification foiuuled on truth, that all talk about

the matter is immediately a common-place.
Yet, the longer I reflect, the le«s am I satisfied with the

idea of forming a separate class of mankind on the basis of

high intellectual power. At best, it is but a higher devel-

ojmient of innate gifts common to all. Periiap*, more-

over, he, whose genius appears deepest and truest, excels

his fellows in nothing save the knack of expression ; he

throws out, occasionally, a lucky hint at truths of Avhich

evejy human soul is profoundly, though unutterably con-

scious. Thei-efore, though we sufif'er the brotherhood of in-

tellect to nuu'ch onward together, it may be doubted

whether their |)eculiar relation will not begin to vanish as

soon as the pmcession shall have passed beyond the circle

of this present world, liut we do not classify for eternity.

And next, let the trinn,iet pour forth a funereal wail,

and (he herald's voice give brealli, in one vast cry, to ;:11

tin; g'-oans and grievous utterances that are ai;(ii! le

tliroughoiit the eartli. AVe appeal now to the sacred ht'ii^l

of sorrow, ai;d summon the great nudtitudt; who !:il-'i

under similar nniictions, to take their places in the

nu(r(;li.

How many a heart that woidd liave been insensllile to

any other call, has resjjonded to the doleful accents of that

voice t It liuji goue fur and wide, uni liigli
and low, and
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left scarcely a mortal roof unvisited. Indeed, the principle
is only too univei-sal for our purjxjse, and, unless we limit

it, will quite bre.ak up our classitifation of mankind, and
convert the whole pi-ocession into a funeral train. We
will therefore be at some pains to discriminate. Here
comes a lonely rich man ; he has built a noble fabric for

his dwelling-house, with a front of stately architecture,
and marble floors, and doors of precious wo<xIs; the whole
structure is as beautiful as a dream, and as substantial as

the native rock. But the visionary shapes of a long

posterity, for whose home this mansion was intended, have
faded into nothingness, since the death of the founder's

only son. The rich man gives a glance at his sable garb
in one of the splendid mirrors of his drawing-room, aiid

descending a flight of lofty steps, instinctively offers liis arm
to yonder poverty-stricken widow, in the rusty black bon-

net, and with a check-apron over her patched gown. The

sailor-boy, who was her sole earthly stay, was washed over-

board in a late tempest. This couple from the palace and
the alms-house, are but the types of thousands more, who
represent the dark tragedy of life, and seldom quarrel for

the upjjer parts. Grief is such a leveller, with its own
dignity and its own humility, that the noble and the

peasant, the beggar and the monarch, will waive their

pretensions to external rank, without the officiousness of

intei-ference on our part. If pride—the influence of the

world's false distinctions—remain in the heart, then sorrow
lacks the earnestness which makes it holy and reverend.

It loses its reality, and becomes a miserable shadow. Oa
this ground, we have an opportunity to assign over multi-

tudes who would willingly claim places here, to other

parts of the procession. If the mourner have anything
dearer than his grief, he must seek his true position else-

where. There are so many unsubstantial sorrows, which
the necessity of our mortal state begets on idleness, tiiat

an observer, casting aside sentiment, is sometimes led to

question whether there be any real woe, except absolute

physical suffering, and the loss cf closest friends. A
crowd, who exhibit what they deem to be broken hearts—
and among them many love-lorn maids and bacheloi-s, and
men of disappointed ambition in arts, or politics, and the

|KX)r who were once rich, or who have sought to be rich

in vain—the great majority of these may ask admittance
iuto soroe other fraternity. Thera ia «o room benJ»
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Perhaps we may institute a separate class, where such urv

fortuMates will naturally fall into the procession. Mean-
while let them stand aside, and patiently await their time.

If our trumpeter can borrow a note from tiie dooms-day

trumpet-blast, let him sound it now! Tlie dread alarm

should make the earth quake to its centre, for tlie herald

is about to address mankind with a summons, to which
even the purest mortal may be senbible of some fain'

resj)onding echo in his breast. In many bosoms it will

awaken a still small voice, more terrible than its owe

reverberating uproar.
Tlic bideotis appeal has swept around the globe. Come,

all ye guilty ones, and rank yourselves in accordance with

tiie brotherhood of crime. This, indeed, is an awful sum-
mons. I almost tremble to look at the strange partner-

ships that begin to be formed, reluctantly, but by the

invincible necessity of like to like in this part of the pix>-

cession. A forger from the state prison seizes the aim of

a distinguished financier. IIow indignantly does the latter

plead his fair reputation upon 'Change, and insist that hi"?

operations, by their magnificence of scope, were removed
into quite another sphere of morality than those of his

pitiful companion! But let him cut the conuection if he

can. Here comes a murderer, with his clanking chains,

and pairs himself—horrible to tell'—with as pure and

upright a man, in all observable vcspects, as ever partook
of tlie consecrated bread and wine. He is one of those,

perchance the most hopeless of all sinners, who practice
such an exemplary system of outward duties, that even a

deadly crime may be hidden from their own sight and

remembrance, under this unreal frost-Avork. Yet he now
finds his place. Why do that pair cf flaunting girls, with

flie \>o\% affected laugh, and the sly leer at the bystanders,
intrude themselves into the same raid< with yonder deco-

rous matron, and that somewhat prudish maiden? Surely,
these iM)or creatures, born to vice, as their sole and natural

inheritance, can be no fit associates for women who have
been guarded round about by all the proprieties of (Uimestic

life, and who could not err, unless they fii"st created the

opportunity ! Oh, no; it must be mei*ely the imjKTtinence
of those unlilusliing hussies; and we can only wonder how
such respectable ladies should have responded to a sum-

mous that was not meant for them.

>Ve f^iiXi make tihort work of this miaemble chiss; euch
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member of which is entitled to grasp any other memher'a

hand, by that vile degredation wheivin guilty error has

buried all alike. The foul fiend, to whom it propeily

belongs, must relieve us of our loathsome tiisk. Let the

bond-servants of sin pass on. But neither man nor woman,
in whom good predominates, will smile or sneer, nor bid

tlie Rogues' March be played, in derision of their
ai-i-jiy.

Feeling within their breasts a shuddeiing sympathy, which

at least gives token of the sin tliat might have been, they
will thank God for any place in the grand procession of

lumian existence, save among those most wretched ones.

Many, however, will be astonished at the fatal impulse
that drags them thitherward. Nothing is more remark-

able than the various deceptions by which guilt conceals

itself from tiie perpetrator's conscience, and oftenest, per-

haps, by the splendor of its garments. Statesmen, rulers,

genej-als, and all men who act over nn extensive sphere,
are most liable to be deluded in this way; they commit

wi-ong, devastation, and murder, on so grand a scale, that

it impresses them as speculative rather than actual; but,
in our procession, we iind them linked in detestable con-

junction with the meanest criminals, whose deeds have the

vulgtu'ity of potty details. Here the eiTect of circumstance
and accident is done away, and a man finds h's i-ank ac-

i;ordiug to the spirit of Lis crime, iu wluitever shape it may
have been devcloj>ed.
We have called the Evil ; now Lt us call the Good.

The trumpet's brazen throat should jx)ur heavenly music
over the earlh, and the herald's voije go forth with the

sweetness of an angel's accents, as if to simuuon each

upright man to his rewai-d. But how is this? Does iiono

answer to the call? Not one: for the just, the pure, the

true, and all who might most worthily obey it, slirink sadly
back, as most conscious of en or and imperfection. Tlieii

let the sunnnons be to those whose pervading principle is

Love. This classification will embi-ace all the truly good,
and none in whose souls there exists not something tliat

may expand itself into a heaven, both of Avell-doing and

felicity.

The fii-st that presents himself is a man of wealth, who
has bequeathed the bulk of his property to a hospital; his

ghost, methinks, would have a better right here than his

living body. But here they come, the genuine benefactors

of their race. Some ImvG wiuidered i^wut the emtU wjtji
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pictures of bliss in their imagination, and with hearts that

shrank sensitively from the idea of pain and woe, yet have

studied all varieties of misery that human nature can

endure. The prison, the insane asylum, the squalid cham-

ber of the ahns-house, the manufactory where the demon
of machinery unniliilates the human soul, and the cotton-

field where God's image becomes a beast of burthen ; to

these, and every other scene where man wrongs or neglects
his brotlier, the apostles of humanity have penetrated.
This missionary, biack with India's burning sunshine, shall

give his arm to a jiale-faced brother who has made himself fa-

miliar with the infected alleys and loathsome haunts of vice,

in one of our own cities. The generous founder of a college
shall be the partner of a maiden lady, of narrow substance,

one of whose good deeds it has been, to gather a little school

of orphan children. If the mighty merchant whose bene-

factions are reckoned by thousands of dollars, deem himself

worthy, let him join the p'-ocession with her whose love

has proved itself by watchings at the sick-bed, and all those

loM'ly offices which bring her into actual contact with dis-

ease and wretchedness. And with those whose impulses
have guided them to benevolent actions, we will rank

others, to whom Providence has assigned a different ten-

dency and different powers. Men who have spent their

lives in generous and holy contemplation for the human
race ; those who, by a certain heavenlincss of spirit, have

purified the atmosphere around them, and thus supplied a

medium iu which good and high things may be projected

and performed,—gi\e to these a lofty place among the

benefactors of mankind, although no deed, such as the

world cr.lls deeds, may be recorded of them. There are

some individuals, of whom we cannot conceive it proper
lliat they should ajjply their hands to any earthly instru-

ment, or Avork out any definite act; and other's, periiaps

not less high, to whom it is an essential attribute to labor,

in body as well r.s si)irit, for the welfare of their brethren,

Thus, if we find a spiritual sage, whose unseen, inestimable

influence has exalted the moral standard of mankind, we
will choose for his companion some poor laborer, who has

wrought for love in the potato field of a neighbor poorer
than himself.

We have sunmioned this various multitude—and, to the

credit of our nature, it is a large one—on the principle of

Lovu. It ia Bingulur, nevertheless; to rewiw'k the eliyiiess
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that exists among many members of the present class, all

of whom we might ex[)ect to recognize one another by the

free-masonry of mutual gootlness, and to embrace like

brethren, giving God thanks for such various specimens of

humsn excellence. But it is far otherwise. Each sect

surrounds its own righteousness with a hedge of thorns.

It is difficult for the good Christian to acknowledge the

good Pagan ; almost imiK)ssible for the good Orthodox to

grasp the hand of the good Unitarian, leaving to their Cre-

ator to settle the matters in dispute, and giving their

mutual efforts strongly and trustingly to whatever right

thing is too evident to be mistaken. Then again, though
the lieait be large, yet the mind is often of such moderate
dimensions as to be exclusively filled up with one idea.

When a good man has long devoted himself to a partic-
ular kind of beneficence—to one species of reform—he is

apt to become narrowed into the limits of the path wherein
he treads, and to fancy that there is no other good to be
done on earth but that self-same good to which he has put
his hand, and in the very mode that best suits his own
conceptions. All else is worthless ; his scheme must be

wrought out by the united strength of the whole world's

stock of love, or the world is no longer worthy of a position
in the universe. jMoreover, powerful Truth, being the rich

grape-juice expressed from the vineyard of the ages, has
an intoxicating quality, when imbibed by any save a pow-
erful intellect, and often, as it were, impels the quaffer to

quarrel in his cups. For such reasons, strange to say, it

is harder to contrive a friendly arrangement of these breth-

ren of love and righteousness, in the procession of life,

than to unite even the v.icked, who, indeed, are chained

together by tlieir crimes. The fact is too preposterous for

tears, too lugubrious for laughter.
But, let good men push and elbow one another as they

may, during their earthly march, all will be peace among
them when tlie lionorable array of their procession shall

tread on heavenly ground. There tliey will doubtless

find, that they have been working each for the other's

cause, and that every weU-delivered stroke, which, with

an honest pur|x>se, any mortal struck, even for a narrow

object, was indeed stricken for the universal cause of good.
Their own \'iew may be bounded by country, creed, pro-

fession, the diversities of individual character—but above
thum all is the breadih of Providence. How many, who
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have doempd themselves antagGiiists, -will pmile hereafter,
when thty lool^ back upon tlic voild's -wide harvest fiehl,

and perceive that, in unconscious brotherhood, they were

helping to bind the stilf-sanic sheaf!

lint, come ! The sun is liastening westward, while the

inarch of human hfc, that never paused before, is delayed

by our attempt to rc-arrangc its order. It is desirable to

find some comprehensive principle, tliat shall remler our

task easier by bringing thousands into the ranks, where
hitherto Ave have brought one. Therefore let the trumpet,
if j)ossible, split its brazen throat with a louder note tlian

ever, and the herald summon all mortals Avho, from what-
. ever cause, have lost, or never found, their proper places

/ in the world.

Obedient to this call, a great multitude come together,
most of them with a listless gait, betokening weariness of

soul, yet with a gleam of satisfaction in their faces, at a

prospect of at length reaching those positions which, hith-

erto, they have vainly sought. But here will be another

disappointment ; for we can attempt no more than merely
to associate, in one fraternity, all wl.o are afflicted with

the same vague trouble. Some great mistake in life is

the chief condition of admittance into this class. Hevt
are members of the learned professions, whom Providence
endowed with special gifts for the plough, the forge, and
the wheelbarrow, or for the routine of uninteilectual busi-

ness. We will assign them, as partners in the march,
those lowly laborers and handicraftsmen, who have pined,
as with a dying thirst, after the unattainable fountains of

knowledge. The latter have lost less than their compan-
ions ; yet more, because they deem it infinite. Perchance
the two species of unfortunates may comfoi-t one another.

Here are Quakers with the instinct of battle in them ; and
men of war who should have worn the broad-brim. Au-
thors shall be ranked here, whom some freak of Natui-e,

making game of her poor children, had imbued with the

confidence of genius, and stmng desire of fame, but has

favored with no corresponding jxiwer ; and others, whose

lofty gifts were unaccompanied with tlie faculty of expres-
sion, or any of that earthly machinery, by which ctiiereal

endowments nuist be nmnifested to mankind. All these,

therefore, mv melanciioly hnighing-stocks. Next, here

are honest and well-intentioned persons, who bv a want of

toot—by iiiuccurute pcrceptions^-by a distoi'ting imugiua
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ion—^have been kept continually at cross-purposes witb

the world, and bewildered upon the path of life. Let us

see, if they can confine themselves within the line of our

procession. In this class, likewise, we must assign places
to those who have encountered that worst of ill-success, a

higher fortune than tlieir abilities could vindicate ; writers,

actors, painters, the pets of a day, but whose laurels wither

unrenewed amid their hoary hair ; politicians, whom some
malicious contingency of affairs has thrust in ioconspicuo.-'

station, where, while tlie world stands gazing at them, tio

dreary consciousness of imbecility makes them curee their

birth-hour. To such men, we give for a companion him
whose rare talents, which perhaps require a revolution

fur their exercise, are buried in the tomb of sluggish cir-

cumstances.

2^ot far from these, we must find room for one whose
success has been of the wrong kind ; the man who should

have lingered in the cloisters of a university, digging new
treasures out of the Ilerculaneum of antique lore, diffusing

depth and accuracy of literature throughout his country,
and thus making for himself a great and quiet fame. But
the outward tendencies around him have proved too pow-
erful for liis inward nature, and have drawn liim into the

arena cf political tumult, there to contend at disadvantage,
whether front to front, or side by fide, 'with the brawny
giants of actual life. lie becomes, it may be, a name for

brawling parties to bandy to and fro, a legislator of the
Union ; a governor of his native State ; an ambassador to

the courts of kings or queens ; and the world may deem
l.im a man of happy stars. But not so the wise ; and not so

himself, when he looks through Lis experience, and sighs
to miss that fitness, the one invaluable touch Avhich makes
all things true and real. So much acliieved, yet how
abortive is h's life I Whom shall we choose for his com-

j)anion? Some weak-framed blacksmith, perhaps, whose

delicacy of muscle might have suited a tailor's shop-board
better than the anvil.

Shall we bid the trumpet sound again? It is hardly
worth the while. There remains a few idle men of for-

tune, tavern and grog-shop loungers, lazzaroni, old bache-

lors, decaying maidens, and people of crooked intellect or

temper, all of whom may find their like, or some tolerable

appronr-h to it, in the plentiful divei-sity of our latter class.

There too, as bis ultimate desiiuv, must we rank th^
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dreamer, who, all his life long, has cherished the idea that

he was peculiarly apt for something, but never could

determine what it was ; and there tlie most unfortunate of

men, whose purpose it has been (o enjoy life's pleasures,
hut to avoid a manful struggle with its toil and sorrow.

The remainder, if any, may connect themselves with what-
ever rank of the procession they shall find best adapted to

their tastes and consciences. The worst possible fate

would be to remain behind, eliivering in the solitude of

time, while all the world is on the move toward eternity.
Our attempt to classify society is now complete. The
result may be anything but perfect ; yet better—to give it

the very lowest phrase—than the antique rule of the her-

ald's office, or the modern one of the tax-gatherer, w hereby
the accidents and superficial attributes, with which the
real nature of individuals has least to do, are acted upon
as the deepest characteristics of mankind. Our task is

done ! Now let the grand procession move !

Yet pause awhile! We had forgotten the Chief-Mar-
ehal.

Hark ! That world-wide swell cf solemn music, witli

the clang of a mighty bell breaking forth through its

regulated uproar, announces Lis approach. He comes; a

severe, sedate, immovable, dark rider, waving his trun-

cheon of universal sway, as he passes along the length-
ened line, on the pale horse of the Revelations. It is

Death ! "Who else could assume the guidance of a pro-
cession that comprehends all humanity? And if some,

among these many millions, gliould deem themselves

classed amiss, jet let them take to their hearts the coni-

Xortable truth, that Death levels us all into one great
brotherhood, and tliat another str.te of being will surely

rectify the wrong of tliis. Then breathe thy wail u{)on
the earth's wailing wind, tliou band of melancholy music,
made up of every si,;:;h that the human }uart, unsatisfied,
has uttered! There is yet trimnph in thy tones. ,Vnd

now we move! Beggars in tlicir rags, and Kings trailing
the regal purple in the dust; the "\Vjn-rior's gleaming hel-

met; the Priest in his sable robe; the hoary grandsire,
who has run life's circle and come back to cliildhood ; the

ruddy School-boy with his golden curls, frisking along the

inarch; the Artisan's stufl -jacket; the Noble's star-deco-

rated coat;—the whole presenting a motley spectacle, yet
wHU a, dusky graudeur brooding over it. Onward, on-
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ward, into tl.at dimness where the lights of Time, which
have blazed along the procession, are flickering in their
sockets! And wliither! We know not, and Death,
hitherto our leader, deserts us by the wayside, as the

tramp of our innumerable footsteps pass beyond his

sphere. He knows not, more than we, our destined goaJ.
But God, who made us, knows, and will not leave us
on our toilsome and doubtful march, either to wander in
infinite uncertainty, or peiish by tlie way/
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MOSSES FROM AN OLD HANSE.

THE NEW ADAM AND EVE.

We, who are bom :nto the world's artificial system, can
never adequately know how little in our present state and
circumstances is natural, and how much is merely the in-

terpolation of the perverted mind and heart of man. Art
has beoome a second and stronger Nature ; she is a step-

mother, whose crafty tenderness has taught us to despise
the bountiful and wholesome ministrations of our true

parent. It is only through the medium of the imagina-
tion that we can lessen those iron fetters, which we call

truth and reality, and make ourselves even partially sen-

sensible whav prisoners we are. For instance, let ns con-

ceive good Father Miller's interpretation of the prophe-
cies to have proved true. The Day of Doom has burst /

upon the globe, and swept away the whole race of men.'
From cities and fields, sea-shore, and mid-land mountain

region, vast continents, and even the remotest islands of

the ocean—each living thing is gone. No breath of a
created being disturbs this earthly atmosphere. But the

abodes of m:m, and all that he has accomplished, the foot-

prints of his wanderings, and the results of his toil, the

visible s}'mbols of his intellectual cultivation, and moral

progress—in short, everything physical that can give evi-

dence of his present position—shall remain untouched by
the hand of destiny. Then, to inherit and repeople this

waste and deserted earth, we will suppose a new Adam .

and a new Eve to have been created, in the full develop- \

ment of mind and heart, but with no kiK)wledge of their
|

[jredecessors, nor of the diseased circumstances that had
'

become encrusted around them. Such a pair would at once

distinguish between art and nature. Their instincts and
intuitions would immediately recognize the wisdom and

^mplicity of the latter, while the former, mth its clabor-
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ate pGrvePfiitieg, would offer them acontlnwil successicn of

puzzles.
Let us attempt, in a mood half-eportive ftnd half-

thoUghtfulj to track these imaginary heirs of our mortality

through their first day's experience. No longer ago than

yesterday, the flame of human life was extinguished j

there has been a breathless night; and now another morn

approaches, expecting to find the earth no less desolate

than at eventide. /

It is dawn. The east puts on its immemorial blush,

although no human eye is gazing at itj for all the phe»-
nomena of the natural World renew themselves, In spitd of
the solitude that now broods around the globe. There id

still beauty of earth, sea, and shy, for beauty's eake. But
soon there are to be spectators. Just Vlicn the earliest

sunsliine gilds earth's mountain tops, two beings haVd
come into life, not in such an Eden as bloomed to welcome
our first parents, but in the heart of a modern city. They
find themselves in existence, and gazing into one another^

eyes. Their emotion is not astonishment; hor do they

perplex themselves with eCorts to discover what, and

whence, and why they are. Each is satisfied to be, be-

cause the other exists likewise; and their first conscious-

ness is of calm and mutual enjoyment, which seems not
to have been the birth of that very moment, but pro-

longed from a past eternity. Thus content with an inner

sphere which they inhabit together, it is not immediately
tliat the outward world can obtrude itself upon their

notice.

Soon, however, they feel the invincible necessity of this

earthly life, and begin to make acquaintance with the

objects and circumstances that surround them. Perluips
no otlier stride so vast remains to be taken, as when they
first turn from the reality of their mutual glance, to the
dreams and shadows that perph'x tliem everywhere else.

"Sweetest Eve, where are we.'"' exclaims the new
Adam,—for speech, or some equivalent mode of expres-
sion, is born with them, and comes just as natural aa
breath

;
—'* Methinks I do not recognize this place."" Nor I, dear Adam," replies the new Eve. " And

what a strange place too ! Let me come closer to thy
side, and behold thee only; for all other sights trouble and

perplex my spirit."
*'

Nay, Eve," replies Adam, who appears to have the
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Stronger tendency towards the material world ; "it were

well that we gain some insight into these mattrr?. ^^ e

are in an odd situation here ! Let us look about us."

Assuredly, theiv are sights enough to throw the new

inheritors of earth into a state of" hopeless perplexity.

The long lin.s of edifices, their windows glittering in the

yellow suniise, and the narrow street between, with its

barren jiavonitnt, tracked and battered by wheels that

have now rattled into aa irrevocable past i The signs,

with their unintelligible liieroglyplucs 1 The squareness
and ugliness, and regular or iiTcgular deformity, of every-

thing that meets the eye! The marks of wear and tear,

and unrenewed decay, which distinguish the woi-ks of man
from the growth of nature ! "What is there in rdl this,

capable of the slightest significance to minds that know

nothing of tlie artificial system whieh is ini] lied in every

lamp-post and each brick of the houses? Moreover, the

utter loneliness and silence, in a scene that originally grew
out of noise and bustle, must needs imprcss-a feeling of

desolation even upon Adam and Eve, unsuspicious as they
are of the recent extinction of human existence. In a

forest, solitude would be life; in the city, it is death.

The new Eve looks round with a sensation of doubt and

distrust, such as a city dame, the daughter of numberless

generations of citizens, might experience, if suddenly

transported to the garden of Eden. At length, her down-

cast eye discovers a small tuft of gi*ass, just beginning to

sprout among the stones of the pavement ; she eagerly

grasps it, and is sensible that this little herb awakens
some response within her heart. Nature finds nothing
else to offer her. Adam, after staring up and down the

street, without detecting a single object that his compre-
hension can lay hold of, finally turns his forehead to the

sky. There, indeed, is something which the soul within
• him recognizes.

*' Look up yonder, mine own Eve !" he cries; "surely
we ought to dwell among those gold-tinged clouds, or in

the blue depths beyond them. I know not how nor when,
but evidently we have strayed away from our home ; for

I see nothing hereabouts that seems to belong to us."

*'Can we not ascend thither?" inquired Eve.

"AVhy not?" answers Adam, hopefully. "But no J

Sometliing drags us down in spite of our best efforts.

Perchance we nuiy find a pith hereafter."
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In the energy of new life, it appears no such Impractica-
ble feat to climb into the sky I But they have already
received a woful lesson, which may finally go far towarda

reducing them to the level of the departed race, when they
acknowledge the necessity of keeping the beaten track of

earth. They now set forth on a ramble through the city,
in the hope of making their escape from this uncongenial
Bphere. Already, in the fresh elasticitj' of their spirits

tliey have found tlie idea of weariness. We will watch
them as they enter some of the shops, and public or private
edifices; for every door, whether of alderman or beggar,
church or hall of state, has been flung wide open by the
same agency that swept away the inmates.

It so happens—and not unluckily for an Adam and
Eve who are still in the costume that might better have
befitted Eden—it so happens, that tlieir first visit is to a
fashionable dry-good store. Ko courteous and importu-
Late attendants hasten to receive their orders ; no throng
of ladies are tossing over the rich Parisian fabrics. All ia

deserted ; trade is at a stand-etill ; and not even an echo
Cif the national watchword—" Go ahead !

"—disturbs the

quiet of the new customers. But specimens of the latest

earthly fashions, silks of every shade, and whatever is

most delicate or splendid for the decoration of the human
form, lie scattered around, profusely as bright autumnal
leaves in a forest. Adam looWs at a few of the articles,

but throws them carelessly aside, with whatever exclama-
tion may correspond to " Pish 1

"
or *' Pshaw !

"
in tlie

new vocabulary of natui-e. Eve, however,—be it said

without offence to her native modesty,—examines these

treasures of her sex with somewhat livelier interest. A
pair of corsets chance to lie upon the counter ; she in-

spects them curiously, but knows not whut to make of

them. Then she handles a fashionable silk with dim

yearnings
—

thoughts that wander hither and thither—
instincts groping in the dark.

* On the whole, I do not like it,
* she observes, laying

the glossy fabric upon the counter. "
But, Adam, it it

very strange I What can these things mean ? 8urely 1

ought to know—yet tliey put me in a {K'rfect maze! "

"Pooh! my dear Eve, why trouble thy little head
about such nonsense?" cries Adant, in a fit of impatience." Let us go soinewliere else. But stay ! How very
l>eautiful t My loveliest Eve. what u >.iau-m you bavo
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imparted to that rol^^ by merely throwing it over yoiir
shonlders !

"

For Eve, with the taste that nature moulde<l into her

composition, has taken a remnant of exquisite silver gauze
and drawn it around her form, with an effect that gives
Adam his first idea of the witchery of dress. He beholds

his spouse in a new light and with renewed admiration,

yet is hardly reconciled to any other attire than her own

golden locks. However, emulating Eve's example, he

makes free with a mantle of blue velvet, and puts it on so

picturesquely, that it mijrht seem to have fallen from

Heaven upon his stately figure. Thus garbed, they go ia

search of new discoveries.

They next wander into a Church, not to make a dispUiy
of their fine clothes, but attracted by its spire, pointing

upwards to the sky, whither they have already yearned to

climb. As they enter the portal, a clock, which it was the

last earthly act of the sexton to wind up, repeats the hour
in deep and reverberating tones ; for Time has survived

his former progeny, and, with the iron tongue that man
gave him, is now speaking to his two grandchildren.

They listen, but understand him not. Nature would
measure time by the succession of thoughts and acts wliieh

constitute real life, and not by hours of emptiness. Tiiey

pass up the church aisle, and raise their eyes to the ceil-

ing. Had our Adam and Eve become mortal in some

Europjean city, and strayed into the vastness and sub-

limity of an old cathedralj they might have recognized the

purpose for which the deep-souled founders reared it.

Like the dim a\vfulnes3 of an ancient forest, its very
atmosphere would have incited them to prayer. Withia
the snug walls of a metropolitan church there can be no
such influence.

Yet some odor of religion is still lingering here, the

bequest of pious souls, who had grace to enjoy a foretaste

of immortal life. Perchance, they breathe a prophecy of a
better world to tlieir successors, who have become obnox-
ious to all their own cares and calamities in the present
one.

*'Kve, something impels me 'to look upward,
"

says
Adam. *' But it troubles me to see this roof between us

and the sky. Let us go forth, and perhapa we shall dia-

oeni a Gi'eat Face looking down upon us."
*^ Tea; a Great Face, with a beam of Iotq bri^tening
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over it,"li!te Piinshino," responds Eve. "
Surely, we have

Bi'cn such a couiitcnancG somcwliere !
"

They go out of the church, and kneeling at its thresh-

old give way to the spirit's natural instinct of adoration

to a beneficent Father. But, in truth, their life thus far

has been a continual prayer. l\Mity and sinii)licity hold

converse, at every moment, with their Creator.

We now observe them entering a Court of Justice.

But what remotest conception can Ihey attain of the pur-

poses of such an edifice ? How should the idea occur to

tiiem, tliat human brethren, of like nature with them-

selves, and originally i:ulr.dcd in the same law of love

whicli is their only rule tf life, should ever need an out-

wai"d enforcement of the true voice within their souls?

And what, save a woful experience, the dark result of

many centuries, could teach t!iem the sad mysteries of

crime? Oh, Judgment Seat, not by the pure in heart

wast thou established, nor in the simplicity of nature ;

but by hard and wrinkled men, and upon (he accumulated

heap of earthly wrong I Thou art the very symbol of

man's perverted state.

On as fruitless an errand our wanderers next visit a

Hall of Legislature, where Adam places Eve in the

Speaker's chair, unconscious of the moral which he thus

exemplifies. ]Man's intellect, moderated by Woman's
tenderness and moral sense! Were such the legislation

of the world, there would be no need of State-houses,

Capitols, Halls of Parliament, nor even cf those little

assemblages of patriarchs beneath the shadowy trees, by
wliom freedom was first interpreted to mankind on our

native sliores.

AVhither go (hey next? A pcrvei-se destiny seems to

perplex them wilh one after another of the riddles which

mankind put forth to the wandering universe, and h'ft

unsolved in their own destruction. They enter an oditice

of stern grey stone, standing insulated in the midst of

others, and gloomy even in the sunshine, which it barely

suffers to penetrate through its iron-grated windows. It

is a prison. The jailer has left his post at the summonf-

of a stn)nger authority than the sherilT's. But the pris-

oners? Did th(^ messenger of fate, when he shook open all

the doors, res[)ect the magistrate's warrant and the judge's

aentence, and leave the, inmates of the dungeons to be

d^Jivcrtid by due gouisc yf earthly law? Nof V^ X16>V
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trial has oeen granted in a higlior court, whicli may set

judge, jury, and prisoner at its bar all in a row, and per-

haps find one no less guilty than another. The jail, like

the whole earth, is now a solitude, and has theieby lost

something of its dismal gloom. But liere arc the narrow

cells, like tombs, only drearier and deadlier, because ia

these the immortal spirit wa3 buried with the botly. In-

scriptions appear on the walls, scribbled with a pencil, or
scratched with a rusty nail ; brief words of agony, per-

haps, or guilt's desperate defiance to the world, or merely
a record of a date, by which the writer strove to keep up
with the march of life. There is not a living eye that

could now decipher these memorials.

Nor is it while so fresh from their Creator's hand, that

the new denizens of earth—no, nor their descendants for a
thousand years—could discover that this edifice was a hos-

pital for the direst disease which eoull afflict their prede-
cessors. Its patients bore the outward marks of that lep-

rosy with which all were more or less infected. They
were sick—and so were the purest of their brethren—
with the plague of sin. A deadly sickness, indeed ! Feel-

ing its symptoms within the breast, men concealed it

with fear and shame, and were only the more cruel to

tliose unfortunates whose pestiferous sores were flagrant
to the common eye. Nothing, save a rich garment, could
ever hide the plague-spot. In the course of world's life-

time, every remedy was tried for its cure and extirpation,

except the single one, the flower that grew in Heaven,
and was sovereign for all the miseries of earth. Man
never had attempted to cure sin by Love I Had he but
once made the effort, it might well have happened, that

there would have been no more need of the dark lazar-

house into which Adam and Eve have wandered. IIa>ten

forth, with your native innocence, lest the damps of iIk^o

still conscious walls infect you likewise, and thus another

fallen race be propagated I

Passing from the interior of the prison into the space
within its outward wall, Adam pauses beneath a structure

of the simplest contrivance, yet altogether unaccountable
to him. It consists merely of two upright posts, support-
ing a traverse beam from which dangles a cord.

'•
Eve, Eve !

"
cries Adam, shuddering with a nameless

horror. " "What can this thing be ?
"

*'T Kntm not," answers Eve ; "but, Adam, mv ^eart ie
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sick ! There seems to be no more sky !—no more sun

shine !
"

Well might Adam sluuWer, and poor Eve be sick at

heart ; for this mysterious object was the type of man-

kind's whole system, in regaid to the great difficulties

whicli God had given to be solved—a system of fear and

vengeance, never successful, yet followed to the last.

Hvre, on the morning when the final summons came, a

criminal—one criminal, where none were guiltless
—had

died upon the gallows. Had tlie world heard the foot-fall

of its own approaching doom, it would have been no inap-

propriate act, thus to close the record of its deeds hy one
so characteristic.

The two pilgrims now hurry from the prison. Had

they known how the former inhabitants of earth were

sliut up in artificial erior, and cramped and chained by
their perversions, they might have compared the whole

moral world to a prison-house, and have deemed the

removal of the race a general jail-delivery.

They next enter, unannounced—but they might have

rung at tlie door in vain—a private mansion, one of the

stateliest in Beacon street. A wild and plaintive strain

of music is quivering through the house, now i-ising like a

solemn organ peal, and now dying into the faintest mur-

mur; as if some spirit, that had felt an interest in the

departed family, were bemoaning itself in the solitude of

hall and chamber. Perhaps, a virgin, the pure^^t of mor-

tal race, has been left behind, to perform a requiem for

the whole kindred of humanity? Not so ! Those are the

tones of an TEolian harp, through which Nature pours tlie

liarmony that lies concealed in her every breath, whether

of summer breeze or tempest. Adam and Eve are lost in

rapture, unmingled with surprise. The passing wind,

tliat stirred the harp-strings, has been hushed, before they
can think of examining the splendid furniture, the gor-

geous carpets, and the architecture of the rooms. These

tilings amuse their unpractised eyes, but appeal to noth-

ing within their hearts. Even the pictures upon the walls

scarcely excite a deeper inttrest ; for there is something

radically artificial and deceptive in painting, with wliich

minds in the primal simplicity cannot sympathize. 'J'he

unbidden guests examine a row of family portraits, hut

are too dull to recognize; ihcm as men and women, be-

neath the disguise
of a prepostexx)us ^arb, and with fe»t-
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ures and expression debased, because inherited through

ages of moral and physical decay.

Chance, however, p.csents them with pictures of human

beauty, Ircsh from the hand of Nature. As they enter a

maj^nificent apartment, tliey are astonished, but not af-

frighted, to jMjrceive two figures advancing to meet tliem.

Is it not awful to imagine ttmt any liie, save their own,
should remain in tiie wide world?
" How is this ?

" exclaims Adam. * My beautiful Eve,
are you in two places at once ?

"

"And you, Adam !

" answers Eve, doubtful, yet de-

lighted.
"
Surely that noble and lovely form is yours.

Yet here you are by my side ! I am content with one—
methinks there should not be two !

"

This miracle is wrought by a tall looking-glass, the

mystery of which they soon fathom, because Nature cre-

ates a mirror for the human face in every pool of water,

and for her own great features in waveless lakes.

Pleased and satisfied with gazing at themselves, they now
discover the marble statue of a chiUl in a corner of the

room, so exquisitely idealized, that it is almost worthy to

be the prophetic likeness of their firs-t-born. Sculpture,
in its highest excellence, is more genuine than painting,

and might seem to be evolved from a natural germ, by
the same law as a leaf or flower. The statue of tlie ciiild

impresses the solitary pair as if it were a companion ; it

likewise hints at secrets both of the past and future.
" My husband !

"
whispers Eve.

" What would you say, dearest Eve? "
inquires Adam.

" I wonder if we are alone in the world," she continues,

with a sense of something like fear at the thought of

other inhabitants. " This lovely little form 1 Did it ever

breathe ? Or is it only the shadow of something real, like

our pictures in the mirror?"
" It is sti-ange !

"
replies Adam, pressing his hand to his

brow. " There are mysteries all aiound us. An idea fiits

continually before me—would that I could seize it ! Eve,

Eve, are we treading in the f(X)tsteps of beings that bore

a likeness to ourselves? If so, whither are they gone ?—
and why is their world so unfit for our dwelling-place ?

"

" Our great Fatiier only knows," answei-s Eve. *' But

something tells me that we shall not always be alone.

And how sweet if other beings were to visit us in the

ehape of this fair image !
"
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Then they wander tlirough the house, and everywhere
find tokens of human life, which now, with ihe idea

recently suggested, excite a deeper curiosity in tlieir

bosoms. Woman has here left traces of her delicacy and

refinement, and of her gentle labors. Eve ransa^iks a

work-basket, and instinctively thrusts the rosy tip of lier

finger into a thimble. She takes up a piece of embroidery,

glowing with mimic flowers, in one of which a fair damsel

of the departed race has left her needle. Pity tliat the

Day of Doom should have anticipated the completion of

such a useful task ! Eve feels almost conscious of the skill

to finish it. A piano-forte has been left open. She flincs

her hand carelessly over the keys, and strikes out a sudden

melody, no less natural than the strains of the ^Eoliav.

harp, but joyous witli the dance of her yet imburtliened

life. Passing through a dark entry, they find a broom

behind the door; and Eve, who comprises the whole

nature of womanhood, has a dim idea that it is an instru-

ment proper for her hand. In another apartment they

behold a canopied bed, and all the appliances of luxurious

repose. A heap of forest-leaves would be more to the

purpose. They enter the nursery, and are perplexed with

the sigh.t of little gowns and caps, tiny shoes, and a

cradle; amid the drapery cf which is still to be seen the

impress of a baby's form. Adam slightly notices these

trifles; but Eve becomes involved in a fit of mute reflec-

tion, from which it is hardly possible to rouse her.

By a most unlucky arrangement, there was to have been

a grand dinner-party in this mansion on the very day
when the whole human family, including the invited

guests, were summoned to the unknown regions of illim-

itable space. At the moment of fate, the table Avas actually

spread, and the company on the point of sitting down.

Adam and Eve came unbidden to the banquet; it has now
been some time cold, but other\iise furnishes them with

highly favorable specimens of the gastronomy of their

predecessors. But it is difficult to imagine the peridexity
of the unperverted couple, in endeavoring to find proper
food for their first meal, at a fable where the cultivated

appetites of a fashionalile paity were to have been grati-

fied. AVill Nature teach then» tlie mystery of a plate of

turtle soup? Will she embohUni them to attack a haunch

of venison? Will siie initiate them into the merits of a

Pariaian pasty, imiwrted by the last steamer that ever
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crossed the Atlantic? Will she not, radior, lid tliem
turn with disgust from fish, fowl, and flesli, wh-cli, to their

pure nostrils, steam with a loathsome odor of death and
coiintption ?-^Food ? The bill of fare contains no{hing
which they recognize ns euch.

Fortunately, however, the dessert is reatly uj;on a neigh-
boring table. Adam, whose ap^xHite and aninuil instincts

are quicker than those of Eve, discovers this tilting ban-

quet.
" Here, dearest Eve,** he exclaims,

** here is food."
"
Well," answered she, with the germ of a housewife

stirring within her, "we have been so busy to-daj, that a

J)icked-up dinner must serve.'*

So Eve comes to the table, and receives a red-cheeked

ttpple from hcf JiUsband's hand, in requital of her prede-
cessor's f.ttal gift to our common grandfather. She eats it

without sin, and, let us hope, with no disastrous conse-

quences to her future progeny. Tliey make a plentiful,

yet temperate meal of fruit, which, thougli not gathered in

Paradise, is legitimately derived from tlie seeds that were

planted there. Their primal appetite is satisfied.
" What shall we drink. Eve?" inquires Adam.
Eve peeps among some bottles and decanters, which, as

they contain fluids, she naturally conceives must be proper
to quench thirst. But never before did claret, hock, and

madeira, of rich and rare perfume, excite such disgust as

now.
" Pall !

"
she exclaims, after smelling at various wines.

"What stuff is here? The beings who have gone before

us could not have possessed the same nature that Ave do ;

for neither tlieir hunger nor thirst Avere like our own !
"

"
Pniy hand me yonder bottle," says Adam. " If it be

drinkable by any manner of mortal, I must moisten my
throat with it."

After some remonstrances, she takes up a champagne
l)ottle, but is frightened by the sudden explosion of the

cork, and drops it upon the floor. There the un fasted

liquor e'rervesces. I lad they quaffed it, they would have

exj)erienced that brief delirium, whereby, whether excited

by mo;-al or |)hysical causes, man sought to recompense
himself f )r the calm, life-long joys Avhich he had lost by
his revolt from nature. At length, in a refrigenitor, Eve
finds a glass pitcher of water, pure, cold, and bright, as

^ver gushed frou} a fttuntain among the hills, ^Uoth «lriak ;
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and sucli refreshment does it bestow, that they t^urf^iiosi

one another of this precious liquid be not identical ivitii

the stream of life within them.
" And now," observes Adam, " we must again try to

discover what sort of a world this is, and why we have
been sent Iiither."

"Why?—To love one another!" cries Eve. "Is net

that employment enough?"
"
Truly is it," answers Adam, kissing her ; "but still—

1 know not—something tells us there is labor to be done.

Perhaps our allotted task is no other than to climb into

the sky, which is so much more beautiful than earth."
" Then would we were there now," murmurs Eve, "that

no task or duty might come between us !

"

.They leave the hospitable mansion; and we next see

them passing down State street. The clock on the old

Stale-house points to high noon, when the Exchange
should be in its glory, and present the liveliest emblem of

what was the sole business of life, as regarded a multitude

of the fore-gone worldlings. It is over now. The Sab-

bath of eternity has shed its stillness along the street.

Not even a news-boy assails the two solitaiy passersby,
with an extra penny-paper from the offi<!e of the Times or

Mail, containing a full account of yesterday's terrible

catastrophe. Of all the dull times that merchants and

speculators have known, this is the very worst ; for, so far

as tlicy were concerned, creation itself has taken the ben-

efit of the bankrupt-act. After all, it is a pity. Thoee

mighty capitalists, who had just attained the wished-for

wealth. Those slirewd men of traffic, who had dcoted
so many years to the most intricate and artificial of sci-

ences, and liad barely mastered it, when the universal

bankruptcy was announced by peal of trumpet ! Can they
have been so incautious as to provide no cuiTency of the

country whither they have gone, nor any bills of exchange,
or letters of credit, from the needy on earth to the cash-

keepers of Heaven ?

Adam and Eve enter a Bank. Start not, ye whose
funds are tieasurcd there ! You will never need them
now. Call not for the police ! The stones of the street

and the coin of the vaults are of equal value to this simple
pair. Strange sight! Tliey take up tlie bright gold ii-

hajidfuls, and throw it sportively into the air, for the sake

pf seeing the
glittering woithlesswesij descend agaift iu a
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shower. They know not that each of those small yellow

circles was once a mixgic spell, potent to sway men's

hearts, and mystify their moral sense. Here let them

pause in the investigation of the past. They have discov-

ered the mainspring, the life, the very essence, of the sys-

tem that had wrought itself into the vitals of mankind,
and choked their original nature in its deadly gripe. Yet
how powerless over these young inheritors of earth's

hoarded wealth ! And here, too, are huge packages of

bank-notes, those talismanic slips of paper, which once had

the efficacy to build up enchanted palaces, like exhala-

tions, and work all kinds of perilous wonders, yet were

themselves but the ghosts of money, the shadows of a

shade. How like is this vault to the magician's cave, when
the all-powerful wand is broken, and the visionary splen-
dor vanished, and the floor strewn with fragments of

shattered spells, and lifeless shapes once animated by
demons !

"
Everywhere, my dear Eve," observes Adam, " we

find heaps of rubbish of one kind or another. Somebody,
I am convinced, has taken pains to collect them—but for

what purpose? Perhaps, hereafter, we sliall be moved to

do the like. Can that be our business in the world?"
"
Oh, no, no, Adam !" answers Eve. " It would be

better to sit down quietly and look upward to the sky.''

They leave the Bank, and in good time ; for had they
tan'ied later, they would probably have encountered some

gouty old goblin of a capitalist, whose soul could not long
be anywhere, save in the vault with his treasure.

Next, they drop into a jeweller's shop. They are

pleased with the glow of gems ; and Adam twines a string
of beautiful pearls around the head of Eve, and fastens

his own mantle with a magnificent diamond brooch. Eve
thanks him, and views herself with delight in the nearest

looking-glass. Shortly afterward, observing a Ixjquet of

roses and other biilliant flowers in a vase of water, she

flings away the inestimable pearls, and adorns herself with

these lovelier gems of nature. They charm her with sen-

timent as well as beauty.
*'
Surely they are living beings," she remarks to Adam.

" I think so," replies Adson,
" and they seem to be as

little at home in the world a^ ourselves."

We nmst not attempt to follow every footstep of these

inrestigators whom their Creator has commissioned to

Id
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pass unconscious judgment upon the works and ways of

the vanished race. By this time, being endowed with

quick and accurate perceptions, they begin to under

stand the purpose of the many things around them.

Tiiey conjecture, for instance, that the edifices of the

city were erected, not by the immediate liand that made
the world, but oj being somewliat similar to themselves,
for shelter and convenience. But how will they exp ain

the magnificence of one habitation, as compared with

the squalid misery of another? Through what mpdium
can the idea of servitude enter their minds? When
will they comprehend the great and miserable fact,—
the evidences of which appeal to their senses every-

where,—that one portion of earth's lost inhabitants was

rolling in luxury, while the multitude was toiling for

scanty food ? A wretched change, indeed, must be

wrought in their own hearts, ere they can conceive the

])i"imal decree of Love to have been so completely abro-

gated, tliat a brother should ever want what his brother

had. When their intelh'gence shall have reached so far,

Earth's new progeny will have little reason to exult over

her old rejected one.

Their wanderings have noAV brought them into the

suburbs of the city. They stand on a grassy brow ol" a

liill, at the foot of a granite obelisk, wliich points its great

finger upwards, as if the human family had agreed, by a
visible symbol of age-long endurance, to offer some high
sacrifice of thanksgiving or supplication. The solemn

height of the monurnent, its deep simplicity, and the ab-

sence of any vulgar and practical use, all strengthen it3

effect upon Adam and Eve, and lead them to interpret it

by a purer sentiment than the builders thought of express-

ing-

"Eve, it is a visible prayer," observed Adam.
"And we will pray, too," she replies.
Let us pardon these poor children of neither father nor

mother, for so absurdly mistaking the purport of the memor-

ial, which man founded and woman finished, on far-famed

Bunker Hill. The idea of war is not native to thtir

souls. Nor have they sympathies for the brave defenders

of liberty, sini'C oppression is one of their unconjectural

mysteries. Could they guess that the green sward on
wiiich they stand so pcatH'fiiUy, was once strewn with

humua corpses and purple with their blood, it would
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equally amaze them, that one generation of men should

perpetrate such carnage, and that a subsequent generation
ehoukl triumphantly commemorate it.

"With a sense of delight, they now stroll across green
fields and along the margin of a quiet river. Not to

track them too closely, we next find the wanderers enter-

ing a Gothic edifice of grey stone, where the by-gone
world has left whatever it deemed worthy of record, in

the rich library of Harvard University.
No student ever yet enjoyed such solitude and silence

as now broods within its deep alcoves. Little do the pres-
ent visitors understand what opportunities are thrown

away upon them. Yet Adam looks anxiously at the long
rows of volumes, those storied heights of human lore,

ascending one above another from floor to ceiling. He
takes up a bulky folio. It opens in his hands, as if spon-

taneously to impart the spirit of its author to the yet un-

worn and untainted intellect of the fresh-created mortal.

He stands poring over the regular columns of mystic char-

acters, seemingly in studious mood ; for the unintelligible

tliought upon the page has a mysterious relation to his

mind, and makes itself felt, as it were a burthen flung

upon him. He is even painfully pei-plexed, and grasps

vainly at he knows not what. Oh, Adam, it is too soon,

too soon by at least five tliousand years, to put on spec-

tacles, and busy yourself in the alcoves of a library 1

" What can this be ?
" he murmurs at last. "

Eve, me-

thinks nothing is so desirable as to find out the mystery of

tliis big and heavy object with its thousand thin divisions.

See ! it stares me in the face, as if it were about to speak !

"

Eve, by a feminine instinct, is dipping into a volume of

fashionable poetry, the production of certainly the most
turtunate of earthly bards, since his lay continues in

vogue when all the great mastei-s of the lyre have passed
info oblivion. But let not his ghost be too exultant !

The world's one lady tosses the book upon the floor, and

laughs merrily at her husband's abstracted mien.
" My dear Adam," cries she,

"
you look pensive and

i'smal! Do fling down that stupid thing; for even if it

should speak, it would not be worth attending to. Let
«i6 talk with one another, and with the sky, and green
eaiih, and its trees and flowers. They will teach us bet-

ter knowledge than we can find here."
*•
Well, Eve, perhaps you are right," replies Adam«
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with a sort of sigh.
"

Still, I cannot help thinking i\tut

the interpretation of the riddles amid wliich we have be-n

wandering all day long might here be discovered."

"It may be better not to seek the inter[)retation," p-jr.

sists Eve. " For my part, the air of this place does uot

suit me. If you love nie, come away!
"

8he prevails, and I'eseues him from the mysterious penis
of tlie library. Happy influence of woman ! Had he

lingered there long enough to obtain a clue to its trcasujcs,
.—as was not impossible, his iulellect being of human
structure, indeed, but with an uiitransmitted vigor wnd
acuteness,—had he then and there become a student, the

annalist of our poor world would soon have recorded tho

downl'all of a second Adam. The fatal apple of another
Tree of Knowledge would have been eaten. All the ^er-
Versions and sophistries, and false wisdom so aptly mim-
icking tlie true; all the narrow truth, so partial that it.

becomes more deceptive than falsehood; all the wrong

'principles and worse practice, the pernicious exampk?!: and
mistaken rules of life; all the specious theories, which .urn

earth into cloud-land, and men into shadows; all tht sad

experience, which it took mankind so many ages to accum-

ulate, and from which they never drew a moral for ifieir

future guidance—the whole heap of this disastrous loie

would have tumbled at once upon Adam's head. Ihere
would have been nothing left for him, but to take up the

already abortive experiment of life, where we had d_op[>ed

it, and toil onward with it a liitle further.

But, blessed in his ignorance, he may still enjoy a new
woild in our worn-out one. Should he fall ehort of good,
even as far as we did, he has at least the freedom—no
worthless one—to make errors for himself. And his liter-

ature, when the progress of centuries shall create ii, will

be no interminably repealed echo of our own poetr) ,
and

reproduction of the images that were moulded by our great
fathers of song and iiction, but a melody never yet heard
on earth, and intellectual forms ui.breathed uiion by our

conceptions. Therefore let the dust of ages gather U[)oii

the volumes of tlie library, and in due season, the roof of

the edifice crumble down upon the w hole. When the

second Adam's descendants sliall have collected at, much
rubhish of their own, it will be tiuic enough to dig i<if0 oi;r

ruins, and com[)are the literary ad\ance:ueu oi ts.-- inde-

pendent I'uues.
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Bat we are looking forward too far. It seems to be the

vice of those »vho have a loug p;ist tehiiid them. We will

return to the new Adam and Eve, who, having no remi-

niscences, save dim and fleeting visions of a pre-eiistence,
are content to live and be happy in the present.
The day is near its close, when these pilgrims, who

derive their being from no dead progenitors, reach the

cemetery of Mount Auburn. With light hearts—for earth

and sky now gladden each other with beauty—they tread

along the winding paths, among marble pillars, mimic tem-

ples, urns, oljelisks, and sarcophagi, sometimes pausing
to contemplate these fantasies of human growth, and some-

times to admire the flowers wherewith kind Nature con-

verts decay to loveliness. Can death, in the midst of his

old triumphs, mako them sensible that they have taken up
the heavy burthen of mortality, which a whole species had
thrown down? Dust kindred to their own has never lain

in the grave. Will they then recognize, and so soon, that

Time and the elements have an indefeiisible claim upon
their bodies? Not improbably, they may. There must
have been shadows enough, even amid the primal sunshine

of their existence, to suggest the thought of the soufs

incongruity with its circumstances. They have already
learned that something is to be thrown aside. The idea

ot Death is in them, or not far off. But were they »
choose a symbol for him, it would be a Butterfly soaring

upward, Or the bright Angel beckoning them aloft, or the

Child asleep, with soft dreams visible through her trans-

parent purity.
Such a Child, in whitest marble, they have found among

the monuments of Mount Auburn.

''Sweetest Eve," observes Adam, while hand in hand

they contemplate this beautiful object, "yonder sun has

left us, and the whole world is fading from our sight. Let

U3 sleep, as this lovely little figure is sleeping. Our Father

only knows, whether what outward things we have pos-

sessed to-day are to be snatched from us for ever. But
should our earthly life be leaving us with the departing

light, we need not doubt that another morn will find us

somewhere beneath the smile of God. I feel that he has

imparted the lx)on of existence, never to be resumed."

"And no matter where we exist," replies Eve,
"
for W9

yshall alwa;y^s be tosreiJbe//*



EGOTISM:* OR, THE BOSOM SERPENT.
FROM THE UNPUBLISHED " ALLEGORIES OF THE HEART."

" Here he comes !" shouted the boys along the street.
" Here comes the man with a snake in his bosom! "

This outcry, saluting Herkimer's ears, as he was about
to enter the iron gate of the Elliston mansion, made him

pause. It was not without a shudder that he found him-
self on the point of meeting his former acquaintance, whom
he had known in the glory of youth, and whom now, after

'

an interval of five years, he was to find the victim either of

a diseased fancy, or a horrible physical misfortune.

"A snake in his bosom!" repeated the young sculptor
to himself. "

It must be he. No second man on earth

has such a bosom-friend! And now, my poor Kosina,
Heaven grant me wisdom to discharge my errand aright!
Woman's faith must be strong indeed, since thine has not

yet failed."

Thus musing, he took his stand at the entrance of the

gate, and waited until the personage, so singularly an-

nounced, should make his appearance. After an instant

or two, he beheld the figure of a lean man, of unwholesome

look, with glittering eyes and long black hair, who seemed
to imitate the motion of a snake; for, instead of walking
straight forward with open front, he undulated along the

pavement in a curved line. It may bo too fanciful to say,
that something, either in his moral or material aspect,

suggested the idea that a miracle had been wrought, by
transforming a serpent into a man; but so imperfectly, that

the snaky nature was yet hidden, and scarcely hidden,
under the mere outward guise of humanity. Herkimer
remarked that his complexion had a greenish tinge over

its sickly white, reminding him of a species of marble out

of which he had once wrought a head of Envy, with her

sn.iky locks.

The wretched being approached the gate, but, instead

of entering, stopt short, and fixed the glitter of his eye
full upon the compassionate, yet steady countenance of the

sculptor.
"

It gnaws me! It gnaws mel " he exclaimed.

* The pliysieal fact, to which it is here attiMiipted to pive a moral sie-

Oiflcation, has been iiiiown to ^H'cur \r\ more thau one inst-i^flpe,

198
'
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And then there was an audible hiss, but whether it

rame from the apparent lunatic's own lips, or was the real

hiss of a serpent, might admit of discussion. At all

events, it made Herkimer shudder to his heart's core.

"Do you know me, George Herkimer?" asked the

snake-possessed.
Herkimer did know him. But it demanded all the

intimate and practical acquaintance with tlie human face,

acquired by modelling actual likenesses in clay, to recog
nize the features of Roderick Elliston in the \'isage that

now met the sculptor's gaze. Yet it was he. It added

nothing to the wonder, to reflect that the once brilliant

young man had undergone this odious and feai-ful change,

during the no more than five brief years of Herkimer's

abode at Florence, The possibility of such a transforma-

tion being granted^ it was as easy to conceive it effected

in a moment as in an age. Inexpressibly shocked and

startled, it was still the keenest pang, when Herkimer
remembered that the fate of his cousin Roslna, the idcij

of gentle womanhood, was indissolubly interwoven with

that of a being whom Providence seemed to have unhu-

manized.

"Elliston! Roderick!** cried he, "I had heard of

this; but my conception came fiir short of the trutlu

What has befallen you? "SVIiy do 1 find you thus?"

*'0h, 'tis a mere nothing! A snake! A snake! The
commonest thing in the world. A snake in the bosom—
that's all," answered Roderick Elliston. *' But how is

your own breast?" continued he, looking the sculptor in

the eye, with the most acute and penetrating glance that

it had ever been his fortune to encounter, "All pure and
wholesome? No reptile there? By my faith and con-

science, and by the devil within me, here is a wonder ! A
man without a serpentin his bosom?"

*' Be calm, Elliston," whispered George Herkimer, lay-

ing his hand upon the shoulder of the snake-possessed.
•' 1 have crossed the ocean to meet you. Listen !—let us

be private—I bring a message from Rosina I—from your
wife!"

*^' It gnaws me! It gnaws me !
** muttered Roderick.

"With this exclamation, the most frequent in his mouth,

the unfortunate man clutched both hands upon his bresist,

as if an intolerable sting or torture impelled him to rend

it open, and let out the living mischief, even were it inter-
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twined with bis Own life. He then freed himself from

Heikimer's grasp, bj a subtile motion, and gliding through
the gate, took refuge in his antiquated family residence.

The sculptor did not pursue him. He saw that no availa-

ble intercourse could be expected at such a moment, and
was desirous, beibre another meeting, to inquire closely

into the nature of Roderick's disease, and the circum-

stances that had reduced him to so lamentable a condition.

He succeeded in obtaining the necessary information from

an eminent medical gentleman.

Shortly after Elliston's separation from his wife—now

nearly four years ago—his associates had observed a

singular gloom spreading over his daily life, like those

chill, grey mists that sometimes steal away the sunshine

from a summer's morning. The symptoms caused them
endless perplexity. They knew not whether ill health

were robbing his spirits of elasticity ; or whether a canker

of the mind was gradually eating, as such cankers do, from

his moral system into the physical frame, wiiich is but the

shadow of the former. They looked for the root of this

trouble in Lis sliattered schemes of domestic bliss—wilfully

Bhattered by himself-—but could not be satisfied of its

existence there. Some thought that their once brilliant

friend was in an incipient stage of insanity, of which his

passionate impulses had perhaps been the forerunners ;

others prognosticated a general Llight'and gradual decline.

From Ivoderick's own lips, they could learn nothing.

]More than once, it is true, he had been heard to say,

clutching his hands convulsively U[)on his breast—" It

gnaws me 1 It gnaws me !
"—but, by different auditors, a

great diversity of explanation was assigned to this ominous

exjiression. What could it be, that gnawed the breast of

Kodcrick Elliston? Was it sorrow? Was it merely the

idoih of physical disease? Or, in his reckless course,

often verging upon profligacy, if not phuiiring into its

depths, had he been guilty of some d<'ed, wliidi made his

boso»n a prey to tin; deadlier fanes of nniorse':' There

was plausible ground for each of these conjcrtures ; but it

nuist not be concealed tlmt more than one elderly gentle-

man, the victim of good (h(^er and slotliful habits, magiste-

rially prononni'ed the .secret of the whole matter to bo

l)yspep;;ia !

]M can w idle, TJoderick seemed aware V.ow generally he

bud becoiue the subject of cuiiobity and conjecture, and.
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with a morbid repugnance to such notice, or to any notice

whatsoever, estranged himself from all companionship.
Not merely the eye of man was a horror to him ; not

merely the light of a friend's countenance ; but even the

blessed sunshine, likewise, which, in its universiU benefi-

cence, typifies the radiance of the Creator's face, expressing
his lovs for all the creatures of his hand. The dusky twi-

ligiit was now too transparent for Roderick Elliston ; the

blackest midnight was his chosen hour to steal abroad:

and if ever he were seen, it was when the watchman's

lantern gleamed upon his figure, gliding along the street,

with his hands clutched upon his bosom, still muttering :

—" It gnaws me ! It gnaws me 1
" What could it be

that gnawed him?
After a time, it became known that Elliston was in the

habit of resorting to all the noted quacks that infested the

city, or whom money would tempt to journey thither from
a distance. By one of these pei-sons, in the exultation of

a supposed cure, it was proclaimed far and wide, by dint

of hand-bills and little pamphlets on dingy paper, that a

distinguished gentleman, Roderick Elliston, Esq., had
been relieved of a Snake in his stomach! So here was
the monstrous secret, ejected from its lurking-place into

public view, in all its horrible deformity. The mystery
was out ; but not so the bosom serpent. He, if it were

anything but a delusion, still lay coiled in his hving den.

The empinc's cure had been a sham, the effect, it was

supposed, of some stupefying drug, which more nearly
C4iused the death of the patient than of the odious reptile
that possessed him. "When Roderick Elliston regained
entire sensibility, it was to find his misfortune the town
talk—tJie more than nine days' wonder and horror—
while, at his bosom, he felt the sickening motion of a thing
,ilive and the gnawing of that restless fang, which seemed
lo gratify at once a physical appetite and a fiendish spite.

He summoned the old black servant, who had been

'.'f^nl up in his father's house, and was a middle-aged man
^hWa Roderick lay in his cradle.

'•Scipio!"he began; and then paused, witli his arms
folded over his heart.—"What do people si\j of me,

N;ipio?"
** Sir ! my poor master ! that you had a serpent in yoof

tosom,** answered the servant, with hesitation.



202 M088BS FROM AN OLD MANSE.

" And what else ?
"

asked Roderick, with a gliasUj^ look

at the man.
•'
Nothing eisp, dear master," replied Scipio ;

—"
only

that the Doctor gave you a powder, and that the snake

leapt out upon the floor."
'' No, no !

" muttered Roderick to himself, as he shook
his head, and pressed his hands with a more convulsive

force upon liis breast,
—"I feel him still. It gnaws me!

It gnaws me !
'*

I'roni this time, the miserable sufferer ceased to ehun
tlie world, but rather solicited and forced himself upon
the notice of acquaintances and strangers. It was partly
the result of desperation, on finding that the cavern of

his own bosom had not proved deep and dark enough to

hide the secret, even while it was so secure a fortress for

tiie loathsome fiend that had crept into it. But still

more, this craving for notoriety was a symptom of the

intense morbidness wliich now pervaded his nature. All

persons, chronically diseased, are egotists, whether the dis-

ease be of the mind or body; whether sin, sgitow, or

merely the more tolerable calamity of some endless pain,
or mischief among the cords of mortal life. Such indi-

viduals are made acutely conscious of a self, by the tor-

ture in Avhich it dwells. Self, therefore, grows to be so

prominent an object with them, that they cannot but pre-
sent it to the face of every casual passer-by. There is a

pleasure—perhaps the greatest of which the sufferer is

susceptible—in displaying the wasted or ulcerated limb, or

the cancer in the breast ; and the fouler the crime, with

so much the more difficulty does the perpetrator prevent
it from thrusting up its snake-like head to frighten the

world; for it is that cancel, or that crime, which consti-

tutes their respective individuality. Roderick Ellislon,

who, a little while before, had held himself so scornlully
above the common lot of men, now paid full allegiance
lo this humiliating law. The snake in his bosom seemed
the symbol of a monstrous egotism, to which everything
was referred, and which he pam])ered, night and day.,
with a continual and exclusive sacrifice of devil-worship.

lie soon exliibited what most people considered indubit-

able tokens of insanity. In souic, of his nioods, strange
to say, lie prided jiiid ghiried himself on being marked out
from the ordinary experience of mankind, by the {)Osses-
eion of a double nature, and a life within a life. He
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appeared to imagine that the snake was a divinity
—not

celestitJ, it is true, but darkly infernal—and that he thence
derived an eminence and a sjmctity, horrid, indeed, yet
more desii-able than whatever ambition aims at. Thus he
drew liis misery around him like a reg-al mantle, and
looked down triumphantly u\)on those whose \ital3 nour-

ished no deadly monster. Ollener, however, his human
nature asserted its empire over him, ui the sliajje of a
yearning for fellowship. It grew to be his custom to

ppend the whole day in wandering about the stix'cts, aim-

lessly, unless it might be called an aim to establish a
species of brotherhood between himself and the world.
"With cankered ingenuity, he sought out his own disease
in every breast. Whether insane or not, he showed so
keen a perception of frailty, error, and vice, that many
persons gave him credit for being possessed not merely
with a sei-pent, but with an actual fiend, who imparted
this evil faculty of recognizing whatever was ugliest in

man's heart.

For instance, he met an individual, who, for thirty
years, had cherished a hatred against his own brother.

Roderick, amidst the throng of the street, laid his hand on
this man's chest, and looking full into Lis forbidding face,
" How is the snake to-day?'*

—^he inquired, with a mock
expression of sympathy.
"The snake 1" exclaimed the brother-hater—^"TVhat

do you mean ?
**

* The snake ! The snake I Does he gnaw yon?** per-
sisted Roderick. " Did you take counsel with him this

morning, when you should have been saying your prayers ?
Did he sting, when you thought of your brother's health,
wealth, and good repute? Did he caper for joy, when
you remembered the profligacy of his only son ? And
whether he stung, or whether he frolicked, did you feel

his poison throughout your body and soul, coi'ivcrting

everything to sourness and bitterness? That is t lie way
of such sei-pents. I have learned the whole nature of
them from my own !

**

"Where is the police?'* roared the object of Roder-
ick's persecution, at the same time giving an instinctive

clutch to his breast. »' Why is this lunatic allowed to go
at large ?

"

"
Ha, ha!" chuckled Roderick, releasing his grasp of

the man,—^" His bosom serpent has stung him then 1
"
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Often, it pleased the unfortunate young man to vex

people with a lighter satire, yet still characterized by
somewhat of snake-like virulence. One day he encoun-

tered an ambitious statesman, and giavely inquired after

the welfare of his boa-constrictor ; for of that species
Roderick affirmed, this gentleman's serpent must needs

be, since its appetite was enormous enough to devour the

wliole country and constitution. At another time, ha

stopped a close-fisted old fellow, of great wealth, but who
skulked about the city in the guise of a scare-crow, witii a

patched blue surtout, brown hat, and mouldy boots, fcrap-

ing pence together, and picking up rusty nails. Pretend-

ing to look earnestly at this respectable person's stomach.

Roderick assured him that liis snake was a copper-head,
and had been generated by the immense quantities of that

base metal, with which he daily defiled his fingers.

Again, he assaulted a man of rubicund visage, and told

him that few bosom serpents had more of the devil in

them, than those that breed in the vats of a distillery.

The next whom Roderick honored with his attention was
a distinguished clergyman, who happened just then to be

engaged in a theological controversy, where human wratU

was more perceptible than divine inspiration.
"You have swallowed a snake, in a cup of sacramental

wine," quoth he.
*' Profane wretch !

" exclaimed the divine ; but, never-

theless, his hand stole to his breast.

He met a person of sickly sensibility, who, on some

early disappointment, had retired from the world, and

thereafter lield no intercourse with his fellow-men, but

brooded sullenly or passionately over the irrevocable past.

This man's very heart, if Roderick might be believed, had

been changed into a serpent, which would finally lorment

both him and itself to death. Observing a ni.'u-ried

couple, whose domestic troubles were matter of notoriety,

lie condoled with both on having mutually taken a house-

adder to their bosoms. To an envious author, who depre-
cated works which he could never equal, he said that his

snake was the slimiest and filthiest of all the reptile tribe,

but was fortunately without a sting. A man of impure life,

and a brazen face, asking Roderick if there were any ser-

pent in his breast, he fold him that there was, and of the

eaiue species that once tortured Don Rodrigo, the Goth.

He took » f»ir young girl by the hfiud, and gazing sadly
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Into her eyes, M'arn<^d her that she cherished a serpent
of the deadliest kind \vithin her gentle breaj^t ; and the
woril found the truth of those ominous words, when, a
few months afterwards, the poor girl died of love and
shame. Two ladies, rivals in fashionable life, who tor-

n.ented one another with a thousand little stings of wom-
anish Si)ite, were given to undei-sland, that eath of their

hearts was a ne>t of diminutive snakes, which did quite
as much mischief as cne great one.

But nothing seemed to please Roderick betk-r than to

lay hold of a person infected with jealousv, whiclT he

represented as an enormous green reptile, with an ice-cold

length of body, and the sharpest sting of any snake save
one.

"And what one is that ?
**
asked a bystander, overhear-

ing him.

It was a dark-browed man, who put tlie question ; he
had an evasive eye, which, in the course of a dozen years,
had looked no mortrJ directly ia the face. There was ao
ambiguity about this person's character—a stain upon Lis

reputation
—

^yet none could tell precisely of Avhat nature;

although the city-gossips, male and female, wluspered the
most atrocious surmises. Until a recent period he had
followed the sea, and was, in fact, the very ship-master
whom George Herkimer had encountered, under such

singular circumstances, in the Grecian Archipehigo.
' What bosom-serpent has the sharpest sting?

"
repeated

this man: but he put tlie question as if by a reluctant

necessity, and grew pale while he was uttering it.

"Why need you ask?" replied Roderick, with a look of
dark intelligence. "Look into your own breast I Hark,
my serpent bestirs himself! He acknowledges the pres-
ence of a master-fiend !

"

And then, as the bystanders afterwards affirmed, a his-

sing sound was heard, apparently in Roderick Elliston's

breast. It was said, too, that an answering hiss came from
the A-itals of the shipmaster, as if a snake were actually
lurking there, and had been aroused by the call of its

brother-reptile. If there were in fact any such sound, it

niight have been caused by a malicious exercise of ventril-

oquism, on the {)art of Roderick.

Thus, making his own actual serpent—if a serpent there

actuidiy was in his bosom—the tyi»e of each man's fatal

error, or hoai'ded sin, or unquiet conscience, and striking
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his sting so unremorsefully into tlie sorest spot, we may
well imagine that Roderick became the pest of the city.

Nobody could elude him; none could withstand him. He
grappled with the ugliest truth that he could lay his Iiand

on, and compelled his adversary to do the same. Strange

spectacle in human life, where it is the instinctive effort of

one and all to hide those sad realities, and leave them
undisturbed beneath a heap of superficial topics, which

constitute the materials of intercourse between man and
maul It was not to be tolerated that Roderick Elliston

should break through the tacit compact, by which the

world has done its best to secure repose, without relinquish-

ing eviL The victims of his malicious remarks, it is true,

had brothers enough to keep them in countenance ; for, by
Roderick's theory, every mortal bosom harbored either a

brood of small serpents, or one overgrown monster, that

had devoured all the rest. Still, the city could not bear

this new apostle. It was demanded by nearly all, and

particularly by the most respectable inhabitants, that Rod-

erick should no longer be permitted to violate the received

rules of decorum, by obtruding his own bosom-serpent to

the public gaze, a:.d dragging those of decent people from

their lurking-places.

Accordingly, his relatives interfered, and placed him in

a private asylum for the insane. "When the news was
noised abroad, it was observed that many persons walked

the streets with freer countenances, and covered their

breasts less carefully with their hands.

His confinement, however, although it contributed not

a little to the peace of the town, operated unfavorably

upon Roderick himself. In solitude, his melancholy grew
more black and sullen. lie spent whole days—indeed, it

was his sole occupation—in communing with the serpent.

A conversation was sustained, in which, as it seemed, the

hidden monster bore a part, though unintelligibly to the

listeners, and inaudible, except in a hiss. Sijigular as it

may appear, the sufferer had now contracted a sort of

affection for his tormentor; mingled, however, with the

intensest loathing and horror. Nor were such discordant

entotions inconipatible; each, on the contrary, imparted
strength and poignancy to its opposite. Horrible love—
horrible antipatliy

—enibrsicing one another in his boson».

and both conc«'nt rating themselves upon a being that liiui

crept into his viuds, or been engendered there, and wliicU
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was nourished with his food, and lived upon his life, and
•was as intimate with him as his own heart, and yet waa
the foulest of all treated tilings! But BOt the less wa**

tt the true type of the morbid natnre.

Sometimes, in his moments of rage and bitter hatred

a«tainst the snaka and himself, Roderick determined to be
the death of him, even at the expense of liis own life.

Once he attempted it by starvation. But, while the

wretched man was on the pwint of famishing, the monster
seemed to feed upon his heart, and to thrive and wax
gamesome, as if it were his sweetest and most congenial
diet. Then he privily to(^ a dose of active poison, imag-
ining that it would not fail to kill either himself, or tlie

devil that possessed him, <»• both together. Another mis-

take ; for if Roderick had not yet been destroyed by his

own poisoned heart, nor the snake by gnawing it, they had
little to fear frcMn arsenic or corrosive sublimate. Indeed,
the venomous pest appeared to operate as an antidote

against all other poisons. The physicians tried to suflVx

cate the fiend with tobacco-smoke. He breathed it at

freely as if it were his native atmosphere. Again, they
drugged their patient with opium, and drenched him with

intoxirating liquors, hoping that the snake might thus be
reduced to stupor, and perhaps be ejected from the stom-

ach. They succeeded in rendering Roderick insensible;

but, placing their hands U|K)n his breast, they were inex-

pressibly horror-stricken to feel the monster wrisrgling,

twining, and darting to and fn), within his narrow limits,

evidently enlivened by the opitmi or alcohol, and incitetl to

unusual feats of acti\-ity. Thenceforth, they gave up all

attempts at cure or palliation. The doomed sufferer sub-

mitted to his fate, resumed his former loathsome affection

for the bosom-fiend, and spent whole miserable days before

a looking-glass, with his mouth wide open, watching, in

hope and horror, to catch a glimpse of the snake's head,
far down within his throat. It is supposed that he suc-

ceeded ; for the attendants once heard a frenzied shout,
and rushing into the room, found Roderick lifeless upon
the floor.

He was kept bet little longer imder restraint. After
minute investigation, the medical directors of the asylum
decided that his mental disease did not amount to insanity,
nor would warrant his confinement ; especially as ito

jofluenge upoq his spirits w^ unfavoratole, mtd pught pro*
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duce the evil which it was meant to remedy. His eceen«

tricitievS were doubtlegs great
—he had habitually violated

many of the customs and prejudices of society; but the

world was not, without 8ur?r ground, entitled to treat him

as a madman. On this decision of such competent author-

Ity, Roderick was released, and had returned to his nativs

city, the ';ery day before his encounter with George Her-

kimer.

As soon as possible after learning these particulars, the

sculptor, together with a sad and tremulous compniiion,

Bought Elliston at his own house. It was a large, sombre

edifice of wood, with pilasters and a balcony, and was

divided from one of the principal streets by a terrace of

three elevations, which was ascended by successive flightfl

of stone steps. Some immense old elms almost concealed

the front of the mansion. This spacious and once magnifi-
cent family-residencewas built bya grandee ofthe race, early
in the past century; at which epoch, land being of small

comparative value, the garden and other gi'ounds had formed

quite an extensive domain. Although a portion of the

ancestral heritage had been alienated, there was still a

ehadowy enclosure in the rear of the mansion, where a

student, or a dreamer, or a man of stricken heart, might
lie all day upon the grass, amid the solitude of murniuiiiig

boughs, and forget that a city had grown up around him.

Into this retirement, the sculptor and his companion
were ushered by Scipio, the old black servant, wliose

wrinkled visage grew almost sunny with intelligence and

joy, as lie paid his humble greetings to one of toe two

visitors.

"Remain in the arbor,'* whispered the sculptor to (hu

figure tliat loaned upon his arm, "you will know whether,
and when, to make your appearance."
"God will teach me,*' was the reply, "May he sup-

port me too !

'*

Roderick was reclining on the margin of a fountain,
which gushed into the fleckered sunshine with the same
clear sparkle, and the same voice of airy quietude, as when
ti-ees of primeval growth flung their shadows across its

bosom, llow strange is the life of a fountain, born at

every moment, yet of an age coeval with the rocks, and
far surpassing the venerable antiquity of tlie forest.

" You are come ! I have expcctecl you," said Ellistou,

wbeii h? becttwy »ware gf (Ik; sculptor's ^reaeuoe.
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His manner was very different fix)in tlint of tlie preced-

ing day—quiet, courteous, and, as Herkimer thought,
watchful both over his guest and himself. This unnatural
restraint was almost the only trait (hatbetokenedanything
amiss. He had just thrown a Ixjok upon the grass, where
it lay half-opened, thus disclosing itself to be a natural

histoiy of the serpent-tribe, ilhisti-ated by life-like plates.
Near it lay that bulky volume, the Ductor Dubitantium
of Jeremy Taylor, full of cases of conscience, and in which
most men, possessed of a conscience, may find sometliing

applicable to their purpose.
'• You see," observed Elliston, pointing to the book of

serpents, while a smile gleamed upon his lijis,
*' I am mak-

ing an effort to become better acquainted vith my bosom-

friend. But I find nothing satisfactory in tliis volume.
If I mistake not, he will prove to be sui genea^iSi and akin
to no other reptile in creation."

" Whence rame this strange calamitj ?
'

inquired the

sciilptor.
" My sable friend, Scipio, lias a story,'* replied Roder-

ick,
" of a snake that had lurked in this fountain—pure

and innocent as it looks—ever since it was known to the

first settlers. This insinuating personage once crept into

the vitals of my great-grandfather, and dwelt there many
years, tormenting tlie old gentleman beyond mortal endur-

ance. In short, it is a family peculiarity. But, to tell

you the truth, I have no faith in tJiis idea of the snake'a

being an heir-loom. He is my own snake, and no man's
else."

" But what was his origin ?
'* demanded Herkimer.

*' Oh ! there is poisonous stuff in any man's heart, suflli-

cient to generate a brood of seipents," said Elliston, with
a hollow laugh.

" You slionld have heard my homilies to

tlie good townspeople. Positively, I deem myself fortu-

nate in having bred but a single serpent. You, however,
iiave none in your bosom, qnd therefore cannot sympathize
wiih the rest of the world. It gnaws me ! It gnaws me !

"

With this exclan)ation, Roderick lost his self-control

and tiirew himself upon tlie grass, testifying his agony by
intricate writhings, in which Herkimer could not but

fancy a resemblance to the motions of a snake. Then,
likewise, was heard that fnghtful hiss, which often ran

through the sufferer's speech, and crept between the

words and syllables, without interrupting their succession.

14
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"Tills is awful indeed !

" exclaimed the sculptor—"an
nAvfiil infliction, whether it be actual or imaginary! Tell

n)e, Roderick Elliston, is there any remedy for tins loath-

some evil?
"

'•
Yes, but an impossible one,'* muttered Roderick, as

he lay wallowing with his face in the grass.
" Could I,

for one instant, lorget myself, the serpent miglit not abide

within me. It is my diseased self-contemplation that has

engendered and nourished him !

"

" 'i'lien forget yourself, my husband," said a gentle
voic* filxwe him—"

forget yourself in the idea of another !

"

Uosina had emerged from the arbor, and was bending
over liim, with the shadow of his anguish reflected in her

countenance, yet so mingled with hope and unselfish love,

tliat ail anguish seemed but an earthly shadow and a

di-eam. She touched Roderick with her hand. A tremot

shivered through his frame. At tliat moment, if report
be trustworthy, tliC sculptor beheld a waving motion

(lirough the grass, and heard a tinkling sound, as if some-

thing had plunged into the fountain. Be the truth as it

might, it is certain that Roderick Elliston sat up, like a

man renewed, restored to his right mind, and rescued

f;om the fiend, which had so miserably overcome him in

the battle-field of his own breast.

"Rosina!" cried he, in broken and pHSsionate tones,

but MMth nothing of the wild wail that had haunted his

voice so long. "Forgive! Forgive!"
Her happy tears bedewed his face.
" The punishment has been severe," observed the

sculptor "Even Justice might now forgive—how much
more a woman's tenderness! Roderick Elliston, whether
the serpent was a physical reptile, or whether tiie morbid-

ness of your nature suggested that symbol to your fancy,
the moral of the story is not the less true and strong. A
tremendous Egotism—manifesting itself, itn your case, in

the form of jealousy—is as fearful a fiend as ever stole into

the human heart. Can a breast, where it has dwelt so

h-ng, be purified?"
"Oh, yes!" said Rosina, witli a Ileavenly smile. "The

serpent was but a dark fantasy, and what it typified was
as shadowy {is itself. The past, dismal as it seems, shall

fling no gloom upon the future. To give it its due

importance, we must think of it but as an anecdote in our

Eternity 1
"
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FROM THE UNPUBLISHED "ALLEGORIES OF THE HEART."

"I HAVE here attempted," said Rotlerick, unfolding a

few sheets of manuscript, as he sat with Rosina and the

sculptor in the summer-house—" I Iiave attempted to seize

hold of a personage who glides past me, occasionally, in

my walk through life. My former sad experience, as you

know, has gifted me with some degree of insight into the

gloomy mysteries of the human heart, through which I

have wandered like one astray in a dark cavern, with hia

torch fast flickering to extinction. But this man—this

class of men—is a hopeless puzzle."
«
AYell, hut propound him," said the sculptor.

« Let

us have an idea of h?m, to begin with."
" Why, indeed," replied Roderick,

" he is such a being

as I coidd conceive you to carve out of marble, and some

yet unrealized perfection of human science to endow with

an exquisite mockery of intellect; but still there lacks t!;o

last inestimable touch of a divine Creator. He looks like

a man, and, perchance, like a better specimen of man than

you ordinarily meet. You might esteem him wise—^he is

capable of cultivation and refinement, and has at least an

external conscience—^but the demands that spirit makes

upon spirit, are precisely those to which he cannot respond.

When, at last, you come close to him, you find him chill

and unsubstantial—a mere vapor."
" I believe," said Rosina,

" I have a glimmering idea of

what you mean."
•' Then be thankful," answered her husband, smiling ;

*'but do not anticipate any further illumination from what I

am about to read. I have here imagined such a man to

be—what, probably, he never is—conscious of tlie defi-

ciency in his spiritual organization. Methinks the re>;uU

would be a sense of cold unreality, wherewith he would go

shivering through the world, longing to exchange his load

of ice for any burthen of real grief that fate couhl fling

upon a human being."

Contenting himself with this preface, Roderick began
to read.

In a certiun old geutleman'd laat will and testament^
£11
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there appeared a bequest, which, as his final thought and

de(>d, was singularly in keeping with a long life of melan-

choly eccentricity. lie devised a considerable sum for

establishing a. fund, the interest of which was to he

expended, annually for ever, in preparing a Christmas

Banquet for ten of the most miserable persons that could

be found. It seemed not to be the testator's purpose to

make these half-a-score of sad hearts merry, but to pro-
vide that the stein or fierce expression of human discon-

tent should not be drowned, even for that one holy and

joyful day, amid the acclamations of festal gratitude which
all Christendom sends up. And he desired, likewise, to

perpetuate his own remonstrance against the earthly course

of Providence, and h's sad and sour dissent from those

systems of religion or philosophy which either find sun-

ehine in the world, or draw it down from heaven.
The task of inviting tlie guests, or of selecting among

Buch as might advance their claims to partake of this dis-

mal hospitality, was confided to the two trustees or stew-

ards of the fund. These gentlemen, like their deceased

friend, were sombre humorists, who made it tht'ir principal

occupation lo number the sable threads in the web of

liuman life, and drop all the golden ones out of reckoning.

They performed their [-resent ofilce with integrity and judg-
ment. The aspect of Ihe assemlled company, on the day
of the first festival, rn'rrht not, it is true, have satisfied

every beholder that these were especially the individuals,

chosen forth from all (he world, whose griefs were worthy
to stand a3 indicators of the mass of human suffering.

Yet, after due consideration, it could r.ot be disputed that

here was a variety of hopeless discomfort, which, if it

sometimes arose from causes apparently inadequate, was

thereby only the sl:rewdcr imputation against the nature

ond mechanism of life.

The arrangements and decorations of the banquet were

probably intended to signify that death-in-life which had
been the testator's definition of existence. The hall, illu-

minated by torches, Mas hung round with curtains of deep
anil dusky purple, and ad()rn(>d with branches of

cypress and wreaths of artificial flowers, imitative of such
as us(hI to be strewn over Ihe dead. A sprig of parsley
was laid by every plate. The main resei-voir of wine was
a seimlchral urn of silver, whence the liquor was distiibuted

Around the table in small vases, accurately copied fiom
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those that held the tears of ancient mourners. Neither
had the stewards—if it were their luste that arranged
these details—forgotten the fantasy of the oKl Egyptians,
who seated a skeleton at every festive board, and mocked
their own merriment with the imperturbable grin of a
death's-head. Such a feaiful guest, shrouded in a black

niantle, sat now at the head of the table. It was whis-

pered, I know not with what truth, that the testator him-

self had once walked the visible world with the machinery
of that same skeleton, and that it was one of the stijiula-

tlons of his will, that he should thus be permitted to sit,

from year to year, at the banquet which he hatl instituted.

If so, it was perhaps covertly implied that he had cher-

ished no hopes of bliss beyond the grave, to compensate
for the evils which he felt or imagined here. And if, ia

their bewildered conjectures as to the purpose of earthly

existence, the banqueters should throw asi<le the veil, anj
cast an inquiring glance at this figure of death, as seeking
thence the solution otherwise unattainable, the only reply
would be a stare of the Vacant eye-caverns, and a griu
of the skeleton-jaws. Such was the response that the

dead mau had fancied himself to receive, when he asked

of Death to solve the riddle of his life; and it was his

desire to repeat it, when the guests of his dismal hospi-

tality should find themselves perplexed with the same

question.
" What means that wreath?" asked several of the coin

pany, while viewing the decorations of the tabic.

They alluded to a wreath of cypress, which was held en

high by a skeleton-arm, protruding from withia the black
mantle.

**It is a crown," said one of the stewards, "not for t]ie

worthiest, but for the wofullest, when he shall prove liia

claim to it."

The guest earliest bidden to the festival, was a man of
soft and gentle character, who had not energy to struggle
against tlie heavy despondency to which his temperament
rendered him liable ; and therefore with nothing outwardly
to excuse him from happiness, he had spent a life of quiet

misery, that made his bloofl torpid, and weighed upon hia

breath, and sat like a ponderous night-fiend upon every
throb of his unresisting heart. His wretchedness seemed
as deep as his original nature, if not iilentical with it. It

was the misfortune of a secopd guest to cherish within his
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bosom a cliscased lieart, which had become so wretchedly
sore, that the continual and unavoidable rubs of the world,

the blow of an eneiny, the careless jostle of a stranger,
and even the faithful and loving touch of a friend, alone

made ulcers in it. As is the habit of people thus afflicted,

he found his chief employment in exhibiting these miser-

able sores to any who would give themselves the pain of

viewing them. A third guest was a hy[)Ochondriac, whose

imagination w^rought necromancy in his outward and inwaid

world, and caused him to see monstrous forces in the house-

hold fire, and dragons in the clouds of sunset, nnd fiends in

tlte guise of beautiful women, and something ugly or wicked

beneath all the pleasant surfaces of nature. His neighbor
at table was one who, in his early youtli, had trusted mankind
too much, and hoped too highly in their beiialf, and, meet-

ing with many disappointments, had become desperately
soured. For several years back, this misanthiope had

employed himself in accumulating motives for hating and

despising his race—such as murder, lust, treachery, ingrat-

itude, faithfulness of trusted friends, instinctive vices of

children, impurily of women, hidden guilt in men of saint-

like aspect—and, in short, all manner of black realities

that sought to decorate themselves with outward grace or

glory. But, at every atrocious fact that was added to his

catalogue—at every increase of the sad knowledge which
he spent his life to collect—the native impulses of the poor
man's lo\ing and confiding heart made him groan with

anguish. Next, with his heavy brow bent downward,
there stole into the hall a man naturally earnest and im-

passioned, who, from his immemorial infancy, had felt the

consciousness of a high message to the world, but, essay-

ing to deliver it, had found either no \oice or form of

speecli, or else no eais to listen. Therefore his wliole life

was a bitter questioning of himself—" Why have not men
acknowledged my mission? Am I not a self-deluding
fool? What business have 1 on earth? Where is my
grave?" Througliout the festival, he quaffed frequent

draughts from the sepulchral urn of wine, hoping thus to

<iu< iich the celestial fir(! that tortured his own breast, and
couhi not benefit his race.

'I"he,n there entered—having flung away a ticket for 8
ball—a gay gallant of yesterday, M'ho had found four or

fiv«' wrinkles in his brow, and mf)re grey hairs than he

<^uld well uu(nl)«r« on his bt^d- li^udowed with ^lute
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and feeling, he had nevertheless spent hia youth in folly,

but had reached at last that dreuiy point in life, where

Folly quits us of her own accord, lca^^ng us to make
friends with "Wisdom if we can. Thus, cold and desolate,
he had come to seek Wisdom at the Ijanquet, and wondered
if the skeleton were she. To eke out the company, tlie

stewards had invited a distressed poet from his home in the

alms-house, and a melancholy idiot from the street comer.
Ilie latter had just the glimmering of sense that was suffi-

cient to make him conscious of a vacancy, wliich the poor
fellow, all his life long, had mistily sought to fill up with

intelligence, wandering up and down the streets, and

groaning miserably, because his attempts were ineffectuaL

The only lady in the hall was one who had fallen shoit of

absolute and perfect beauty, merely by t!ie trifling defect

of a slight cast in her left eye. But tliis blemish, minute

as it was, so shocked the pure ideal of her soul, rather than

her vanity, that she passed her life in solitude, and veiled

her countenance even from her own gaze. So the skeleton

sat shrouded at one end of tlie table, and this poor lady at

the other.

One other guest remains to be described. lie was a

young man of smooth brow, fair cheek, and fashionaMe

mien. So far as his exterior developed him, he might
much more suitably have found a place at some merry
Christmas table, than have been numbered among the

blighted, fate-stricken, fancy-tortured set of ill-starred

banqueters. Murmurs arose among the guests, os tliey

aoted the glance of general scrutiny which the intruder

threw over his companions. What had he to do among
them ? "Why did not the skeleton of the dead founder of

the feast unbend its rattling joints, arise, and motion the
unwelcome stranger from the board ?

*' Shameful!
"

siiid the morbid man, while a new nicer

broke out in his heart. *' lie comes to mock us !—we
siiall be the jest of his tavern friends!—he will make a

farce of our miseries, and bring it o»it upon tlie stage!
"

*'
Oil, never mind him !

"
said the hyiX)chondriac. smil-

ing sourly.
" He shall feast from yonder tureen of viper

soup ; and if there is a fricassee of scorpions on the table,

pray let him have his share of it. For the dessert, be
shall taste the apples of Sodom. Then, if he like our
Christmas fare, let him return again next year!

'*

'Trouble him not," murmured the melancholy manf
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witlj gentleness.
" What matters it whether the con-

Bciousness of misery come a few years sooner or later? If

this youth deem himself happy noV, yet let him sit with

us, for tlie sake of the wretchedness to come."
The poor idiot approached the young man, with that

mournful aspect of vacant inquiry which his face continu-

ally wore, and which caused people to say that he was

always in search of his missing wits. After no little

examination, he touched the stranger's hand, but immedi-

ately drew back his own, shaking his head and shivering.
"
Cold, cold, cold I

" muttered the idiot.

Tlie young man shivered too—and smded.
*' Gentlemen—and you, madam," said one of the

stewards of the festival,
" do not conceive so ill, either of

our caution or judgment, as to imagine that we have ad^

mitted this young stranger—Gervayse Hastings by name
—without a full investigation and thoughtful balance of

his claims. Trust me, not a guest at the table is bettc
entitled to his seat."

The steward's guarantee was pei-force satisfactory. The

company, therefore, took their places, and addressed them-
eelves to the serious business of the feast, but we^-e soon

disturbed by the hypochondriac, who thrust back his chair,

complaining that a dish of stewed toads and vipers was
set before him, and that there w^as green ditch-w^ater in his

cnp of wine. This mistake being amended, he quietly
resumed his scat. The wine, as it flowed freely from the

sepulchral urn, seemed to come unbued with all gloomy
inspirations; so that its influence was not to cheer, but

either to sink the revellers into a deeper melancholy, or

elevate fheir spirits to an enthusiasm of wretchedness.

The conversation was various. Tliey told sad stones

about people who might have been worthy guests at such

a festival as the present. They talked of grisly incidents

in human history; of strange crimes, which, if truly con-

sidered, were but convulsions of agony ; of vsome lives that

had been allogetlier wreti-hed, and of otliers, which.

W(!aring a gcuieral semblance of happiness, had yet been

deformed, sooner or iater, by misfortMuo, as by the intru-

sion of a grim favr at a banquet; of death-bed scenes, and
what dark intimations might Im^ gathered from the words
of dying men; of suicide, and whether the more eligible
mode were by halt<'r, knife, poison, drowning, gradual

Starvulion, or the fumes of charcoal. The lut^orit^ of the
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^jests, as is the custom with people thoroughly and pro-

fo-.indly sick at heart, were auxious to make their own
woes the tlieme of discussion, and prove themselves most

excellent in anguish. The misanthropist went deep into

the philosophy of evil, and wandered about in the dark-

ness, with now and tlien a gleam of discolored light hover

ing on ghastly shapes and horrid scenery. Many a
miserable thought, such as men have stumbled upon from

age to age, did he now rake up again, and gloat over it as

an inestimable gem, a diamond, a treasure far preferable
to those bright, spiritual revelations of a better world,

which are like precious stones from heaven's pavement.
And then, amid his lore of wretchedness, he hid his face

and wept.
It was a festival at which the woful man of Uz ml'^ht

suitably have been a guest, together with all, in each suc-

ceeding age, who have tasted deepest of the bitterness of

life. And be it said, too, that every son or daughter of

woman, however favored with happy fortune, might, at

one sad moment or another, have claimed the privilege
of a stricken heart, to sit down at this tal le. But,

throughout the feast, it was remarked that the young
stranger, Gervayse Hastings, was unsuccessful in his

attempts to catch its pervading spirit. At any dec[>,

strong thought that found utterance, and wl.ich was torn

out, iis it were, from tiie saddest recesses cf human con-

sciousness, he looked mystified and bewildered; even more
than the poor iJiot, who seemed to grasp at such things
with his earnest heart, and thus occasionally to compre«
hend them. Tlie young man's conversation v.as cf a

colder and lighter hind, often brilliant, but lacking the

powerful characteristics of a nature that had been de-

veloped by sufiPering.
*'
Sir," said the misanthropist, bluntly, in reply to some

observation by Gervayse Hastings,
*'
pray do not addresg

me again. "VVe have no right to talk together. Our
minds have nothing in common. By what claim you ap-

pear at this banquet, I cannot guess ; but methinks, to a
man who could say what you have just now said, my con^

panions and myself must seem no more than shadows,

flickering on the wall. And precisely such a shadow are

you to us !

"

The young man smiled and l)Owed, but drawing himself

Uac^ in his chair, he buttoned his coat over his breast^ t0
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if the banquetting-hall were growing cliill. Again th?
idiot fixed his niclauclioly stare upon tlie youtli, and
munnured—" cold ! cold ! cold 1

'*

The banquet drew to its conclusion, and the guests de-

parted. Scarcely had they stepped across the threshold
of the hall, when the scene tliat had there jiassed seemed
like the vision of a sick fancy, or an exhalation from a

stagnant heart. Kow and then, however, during the year
that ensued, these melancholy people caught glimpses of

one another, transient, indeed, Lut cnougli to prove tliat

tliey walked the earth with tl.e ordinary allotment of

reality. Sometimes, a pair of them came face to face,

wliile stealing through the evening t^viIight, enveloped in

their sable cloaks. Sometimes, they casually met in

church-yards. Once, also, it happened, that two of the

dismal banqueters mutually started, at recognizing eacli

other in the noon-day sunshine of a crowded street, stalk

ii!g there like ghosts astray. Doubtless, they wandered

why the skeleton did rot come abroad at noon-day, too!

But, whenever the Kccessity of their affairs compelled
these Christmas guests into the bustling world, ihey were

sure to encounter the young man, who had so unaccount-

ably been admitted to the festival. They saw him among
the gay and fortunate ; they caught the sunny sp-arkle of

Lis eye; they heard the light and careless tones of his

voice—and muttered to themselves, with such indinnation

as only the aristocracy of wretchedness could kindle:—
**The traitor! The vile imposterl Providence, in its

own good time, may give him a right to feast among us!
"

But the young man's unabashed eye dwelt iqion their

gloomy figures, as they passed him, seeming to say, per-
chance with somewhat of a sneer—"

First, know my
secret!—then, measure your claims with mine !

"

Tlie stey of time stole onward, and soon brought merry
Christmas round again, with glad and solemn worship in

the churches, an<l sports, games, festivals, and everywhere
tlie bright face of Joy beside the household fire. Again,
likewise, the hall, with its curtains of dusky j)ur|)le, wjis

illuminated by the death-torches, gleaming on the sepul-
chral decorations of the banquet. The veiled skeleton

sat in state, lifting the cypress-wreath above its head, as

the guerdon of some; guest, illustrious in the qualifications
which there claimed precedence. As tlie stewards deemed

the world iuesh^ustibk in misery, and were Uesiroua ol
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recognizing it in all its forms, they had not seen fit t«

re-assemble the company of the former year. New fiicea

now threw their gloom across the table.

There was a man of nice conscience, who bore a blood-

stain in his heart—the death of a fellow creature—which,
for his more exquisite torture, had chanced with such a

peculiarity of circumstances, that he could not absolutely
determine whether his will had entered into the deed or

not. Therefore, his whole life was spent in the agony of

an inward trial for murder, with a continued sifting of the

details of his terrible calamity, until his mind had no

longer any thought, nor his soul any emotion, disconnected

with it. There was a mother, too^a mother once, but a
desolation now—who, many years before, had gone out on
a pleasure-party, and returning, found her infant smoth-
ered in its little bed. And ever since she has been tor-

tured with the fantasy, that her buried baby lay smother-

ing in its coffin. Then there was an aged lady, who had
lived from time immemorial with a constant tremor quiv-

ei-ing through her frame. It was terrible to discern her
dark shadow tremulous upon the wall; her lips, likewise

were tremulous; and the expression of her eye seemed to

indicate that her soul was trembling too. Owing to the
bewilderment and confusion which made almost a chaos of
her intellect, it was impossible to discover what dire mis.

fortune had thus shaken her nature to its depths; so that

the stewards had admitted her to tlie table, not from any
acquaintance with her history, but on the safe testimony
of her miserable aspect. Some surprise was expressed at

the presence of a bluff, red-faced gentleman, a certain Mr.
Smith, who had evidently the fat of many a rich feast

wi'hin him, and the habitual twinkle of whose eye
betrayed a disposition to break forth into uproarious
laughter for little cause or none. It turned out, how-
ever, that, with the best possible flow of spirits, our poor
friend was afflicted with a physical disease of the heart,
which threatened instant death on the slightest cachinna-

toiy indulgence, or even tliat titallation of the bodily
frame produced by merry thoughts. In tliis dilemma, lie

had sought admittance to the banquet, on the ostensible

plea of his irksome and miserable state, but, in reality,
with the hope of imbibing a life-preserving melancholy.
A married couple had been invited, from a motive of

Htter humor } it being well understood, that they rendered
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earh otTier unnttorably miserable whenever they chanced

to meet, ami therefore must necessmily be fit as.'iociates at

the festival. In contraiit with tliese, was another couple,
still unmarried, who had interchanged their liearts in

early life, but had been divided by circumstances as im-

palpable as morning mist, and kept apart so long, that

tlit'ir spirits now found it impossible to m et. Tlierefore,

yearning for communion, yet sliriuking from one another,

ftnd choosing none beside, tliey felt themselves companion-
less in life, and looked uj)on eternity as a boundless desert.

N*^xt to the skeleton sat a mere son of earth—a hunter

ol tJie Exchange—a gatherer of shining dust—a man
^liose liie's record was in his ledger, and whose soul's

prison-house, the vaults of the bank where he kept Ids

deposits. This person had been greatly perplexed at his

invitation, deeming himself one of the most fortunate

men in the city: but the stewards persisted in demanding
liis pres(?nce, assuiing him that he had no conception how
miserable he was.

And now appeared a figure, which we must acknowl-

edge as our acquaintance of a former festi\al. It was

Gervayse Hastings, whose presence had then caused so

much question and criticism, and who now took his place
with the composure of one whose claims were satisfectory

to hhnself, and must needs be allowed by others. Yet his

easy and unrufiled face betrayed no sorrow. The well-

ekilled beholders gazed a moment into his eyes, and shook

their heads, to miss the unuttered sympathy—the coun-

tersign, never to be falsified—of those M'hose hearts are

cavern-mouths, through which they descend into a region
of illimitable woe, and recognize other wanderers there.

" Who is this youtli ?*' asked the man with a hlood-stain

on his conscience. "Surely he has never gone down into

the depths 1 I know aU the aspects of those who have

passed through the dark valley. By wliat right is he

among tis ?
"

"Ah, it is a sinful thing to come hither without a sor-

row," murnmred the aged lady, in accents that partook of

the eternal tremor which pervaded her whole being.
*'

Depart, young man I Your soul has never been shaken ;

and therefore I tremble so much the more to kK)k at

you."
"His soul shaken! No; I'll answer for it," said bliitf

III;-. Smithy pressing his hand upon his heart, and paj^in^
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himself aa melancholj as he could, for fear of a fatal

explosion of laughter.
*' I know the lad well ; he has as

fair prospects as any young man about town, and has no
more right among us, miserable creatures, than the child

unborn, lie never was miserable, and probably never
wUl be I

"

•'Our honored guests," interposed the stewards, "pray
have patience with us, and believe, at least, that our deep
veneration for tlie sacredncss of this solemnity would pre
elude any wilful violation of it. Receive this young man
to your table. It may not be too much to say, that no

guest here would exchange his own heart for the one that

beats witliin that youthful bosom !
"

" I'd call it a bargain, and gladly too," muttered Mr.
Smith, with a perplexing mixture of sadness and mirthful
conceit. *'A plague upon their nonsense ! My own heart

is the only really miserable one in the company—it will

certainly be the death of me r.t last !
"

Nevertheless, as on the former occasion, the judgment
of the stewards being Avithout appeal, the company sat

down. The obnoxious guest made no more attempt to

obtrude his conversation on those about him, but appeared
to listen to the tablo-talk with peculiar assiduity, as if

some inestimable secret, otherwise beyond his reach, might
be conveyed in a casual word. And, in trulh, to those

who could understand and value it, there was rich matter
in the upgushings and outpourin;^ of these initiated souls,
to whom sorrow had been a talisman, admitting them into

spiritual depths which no other spell can open. Sometimes,
out of the midst of densest gloom, there flashed a momen-
tary radiance, pure as crystal, bright as the flame of stairs,

and shedding such a glow upon the mysteries of life, that

the guests were ready to exclaim :
»'
Surely the riddle is

oa the point of being solved 1
" At such illuminated

ir.tervals, the sadJost mourners felt it to be revealed, that

mortal gi'iefs are but shadowy and external ; no more than
tlie SJible robes, voluminously shrouding a certain divine

reality, and thus indicating what might otherwise be alto-

gether invisible to mortal eye.
"Just now," remarked the trembling old woman, ''I

seemed to see beyond the outside. And then my ever-

lasting tremor passed away !
"

""Would that I could dwell always in these momentary
gleams of light !

"
said the man of stricken conscience.



222 MOSSES FROM AN OLD MANSE.

" Then the blood-stain in my lieart would be washed clean

away."
This strain of conversation appeared so unintelligibly

absurd to good Mr. Smith, that lie burst into precisely the

fit of laugliter which iiis physicians had warned him

against, as likely to prove instantaneously fatal. In effect,

he fell back in his chair, a corpse with a broad grin upon
his face; wiiile his ghost, perchance, remained beside it,

bewildered at its unpremeditated exit, This catastrophe,
of course, broke up the festival.

*' How is this ? You do not tremble ?
" observed the

tremulous old woman to Gervayse Hastings, who wasgnz-

ing at the dead man with singular intentness. " Is it not

awful to see him so suddenly vanish out of the midst of

life—this man of flesh and blood, whose earthly nature

was so warm and strong? There is a never-ending tremor

ill my soul; but it trembles afresh at this! And you are

calm!"
*' Would that he could teach me somewhat! "

said Ger-

vayse Hastings, drawing a long breath. " Men pass before

me like shadows on the wall—their actions, passions, feel-

ings, are flicket ings of the light
—and then they vanish !

Neitlier the corpse, nor yonder skeleton, nor this old

woman's everlt^ting tremor, can give me what I seek."

And then the company departed.
"We cannot linger to narrate, in such detail, more circura-

etances of these singular festivals, which, in accordance

wilh the founder's will, continued to be kept with the reg-

ularity of an established institution. In process of time,

the stewards adopted the custom of inviting, from far and

near, those individuals whose misfortunes were prominent
«!;Ove other men's, and whose mental and moral develop-
ment might, therefore, be supposed to possess a corre-

«;| ondnig interest. The exiled noble of the French Revo-

hilion, and tlie broken soldier of the Empire, were alike

n presented at the tid^le. Fallen monarchs, wandering
iiliont th(! earth, have found places at that forlorn and
miserable feast. The stiitesman, when his party flung him

off, might, if he chose it, be once more a great man for

ihii spsure of a single banquet. Aaron Burr's name appears
on the record, at a peiiod when his ruin—tlie profoundest
and most striking, with more of moral circumstance in it

than that of almost any other man—wiis complete, in hi»

Icuely age. Stcpl**'ja Girai-d, when his wealth neighed
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Cpon him like a mountain, once sought admittance of his

own accord. It is not probable, however, that these men
had any lesson to t*^ach in the lore of discontent and mis-

ery, wluch might not equally well have been studied in the

common walks" of life. Illustrious unfortunates atti-act a
wider sympathy, not because their griefs ait; more intense,
but because, being set on lofty pedestals, they the better

serve mankind as instances and by-words of calamity.
It concerns our present purpose to say that, at each

successive festival, Gervayse Hastings showed his face,

gradually changing from the smooth beauty of his youth to

thoughtful ccmeliness of manhood, and thence to the

bald, impressive dignity of age. He was the only indi-

\ idual invariably present. Yet, on every occasion, there

were murmurs, both from those who knew his character

and position, and from them whose hearts shrank back,
as denying his companionship in their mystic fraternity.
"Who is this impi-essive man?" had been asked a hun-

dred times. " Has he suiFered? Has he sinned? There
are no traces of either. Then wherefore is he here ?

"

" You must inqtiire of the stewards, or of himself,** was
the constant reply. "We seem to know hini well, here
in our city, and know nothing of him but what is credit-

able and fortunate. Yet hither he comes, year after year,
to this gloomy banquet, and sits among the guests like a
marble statue,- Ask yonder skeleton—perhaps that may
solve the riddle !

"

It was, in truth, a wonder. The life of Gervayse Hast-

ings was not merely a prosperous, but a brilliant one.

Everything liad gone well with him. He was wealthy,
far beyond the expenditure that was required by habits of

magnificence, a taste of* rare purity and cultivation, a love
of travel, a scholar's instinct to collect a splendid library,
and, moreorer, what seemed a munificent liberality to the

distressed. He had soaglit domestic happiness, and not

vainly, if a lovely and tender wife, and children of fair

promise, could insure it. He had, besides, ascended above
the limit which separates the obscure from the distin-

guished, and had won a stainless reputation in affairs of

the widest public importance. Not that he was a popular
cliaracter, or had within him the mysterious attributes

which are essential to that sj^ecies of success. To the

public, he was a cold abstraction, wholly destitute of those

rich hues of
personality,

that living warmth, ao4 the pe«
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culiar fiiculfy of stainpinj; his own heart's impression on a
multitude of hearts, by wliich the people recognize their

favorites. And it must be owned that, after his most inti-

mate associates liad done their best to know him thor-

oughly, and love him warmly, they were startled to find

how little hold he had upon their affections. Thoy ap-

proved—they admired—but still, in (hose moments when
the human spirit most craves reality, they shrank back
from Gervayse IJaatings, as powerless to give them wliiit

they sought. It was the feeling of distrustful regret, with

which we should draw back the hand, after extending it,

in an illusive twilight, to grasp the hand of a shadow upon
the wall.

As the superficial fervency of youth decayed, this pe-
culiar effect of Gervayse Hastings' character gi*ew more

perceptible. His children, when he extended his arms,
came coldly to Lis knees, but never climbed them of tiieir

own accord. His wife wept secretly, and almost adjudged
herself a criminal, because she shivered in the chill of his

bosom. He, too, occasionally appeared not unconscious

of the chillness of his moral atmosphere, and willing, if it

might be Bo, to warm himseli" at a kindly fire. But age
stole onward, and benumbed him more and more. As the

hoar-frost began to gather on him, his wife went to her

grave, and was doubtless warmer there ; his children either

died, or v.Tre scattered to different homes of their own;
and old Gervayse Hastings, unscathed by grief—alone,

but needing no com|-anionship—continued his steady walk

through life, and still, on every Christmjis-day, attended

at the dismal ban(]uet. His privilege as a guest had become

prtiscripfivc now. Had he claimed the head of the table,

even flic skeleton Vvould have been ejected from its seat.

Finally, at the merry Christmas-tide, when he had num-
bered four-S(!ore years com])lete, this pale, high-b rowed,
marble-featured old man once more entered the long-fre-

quented ball, with tlie s.'unc impassive aspect that had
called forth .«o nnic h dissatisfied remark at his first attend

unce. Time, except in matters merely external, had done

nothing for him, either of good or evil. As he took his place
he threw a calm, inquiring glance around the table, as if

to a,seertain whether any guest had yet appeared, after >o

tuiiuy unsuccessful bancpiets, who might impart to him the

niyuU'r^'—tU^ decij, wmm sccvct—tlie life within the life—
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which, wnether manifested in joy or sorrow, is wnat gives
substance to a world of shadows.

" My friends," said Gervayse ilastinc^, assuming a posi-
tion which his long conversance with the festival caused to

appear natural,
"
you are welcome ! I drink to you all in

this cup of sepulchral wine."

The guests replied courteously, but still in a mannei

that proved them unable to receive the old man as a mem-
ber of their sad fraternity. It may be well to give the

reader an idea of the present company at the banquet.
One was formerly a clergyman, enthusiastic in his pro-

fession, and apparently of the genuine dynasty of those

old puritan divines, whose faith in their calling, and stern

exercise of it, had placed them among the mighty of the

earth. But yielding to the speculative tendency of the

age, he had gone astray from the firm foundation of an

ancient faith, and wandered into a cloud region, where

everything was misty and deceptive, ever mocking him
with a semblance of reality, but still dissolving when he

flung himself upon it for support and rest His instinct

and early training demanded sometliing steadfast ; but,

looking forward, l.e beheld vapors piled on vapors, and
behind him, an impassaLle gulf between the man of yester-

day and to-day ; oa the borders of which he paced to and

fro, sometimes "wringing liis bands in agony, and often

making h.s own woe a theme of Bcomful merriment.

This Burcly "was a miserable man. Kext, there was a

theorist—one of a numerous tribe, although he deemed

himself unique since the creation—a theorist, who had
conceived a plan by which all the wretchedness of earth,

moral and physical, might be done away, and the bliss of

the miilenium at once accomplished. But, the incredulity
of mankind debarring him from action, he was smitten

with as much grief as if the whole mass of woe which he
was denied t'.ie opportunity to remedy, were crowded into

Ms own bosom. A plain old man in black attracted much
of the company's notice, on the supposition that he was no
other than Father Miller, who it seemed, had given him-
eelf up to despair at the tedious delay of the final confla-

gration. Then there was a man distinguished for native

pride and obstinacy, who, a little while before, had pos-
sessed immense wealth, and held the control of a vast

moneyed interest, which he had wielded in the same spirit

as a despotic monarch would wield the power of his

15
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empire, carrying on a tremendous moral warfare, the roar

and tremor of which was felt at evrry fireside in the land.

At length came a crushing ruin—a total overthrow of

fortune, power, and character—the effect of wliich on his

imperious, and, in many respects, noble and lofty nature,

might have entitled him to a place, not merely at our

festival, but among tlie peers of Pandemoniumc
There was a modern })hilanlhropist, w ho had become so

deeply sensible of the cahimities of thousands and millions

of his fellow creatures, and of the impracticableness of any
general measures for their relief, that he had no heart to

do what little good lay immediately within his power, but

contented himself with being miserable for sympathy.
Kear him sat a gentleman in a predicament hitherto

unprecedented, but of which the present epoch, probably,
affords numerous examples. Kver since he was of capacity
to read a newspaper, this person had prided himself on his

consistent adherence to one political party, but, in the con-

fusion of these latter days, had got bewildered, and knew
not whereabouts his party was. This wretched condition,
so morally desolate and disheartening to a man who has

long accustomed himself to merge his individuality in the

mass of a great body, can only be conceived by such as

have experienced it. His next companion was a popular
orator who hnd lost his voice, and—as it was pretty much
all that ho had to lose—had fallen into a state of hopeless

melancholy. The table was likewise graced by two of

the gentler sex—one, a half-starved, consumptive seam-

Blress, the representative cf thousands just as wretched;
the other, a woman of unemployed energy, who found her-

eelf in th.c world with nothing to achieve, nothing to enjoy,
and nothing even to suffer. She had, therefore, driven

hei-self to tlie verge of madness by dark broodings over the

wrongs of her sex, and its exclusion from a proper field of

action. The roll of guests being thus complete, a side-

table had been set for three or four disappointed olfice-

Beekers, with hearts as pick as death, Avhom the stewards

had admitted, partly because their calamities really

entitled them to entrance here, and partly that they were

in especiid need of a good dinner. There was likewise a

homeless dog, with liis tail between his legs, licking up the

crimibs and gnawing the fragments of tlie feast—such a

melancholy cur as one sumetimes sees about the sti-eets*
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without a master, and willing to follow the first that will

accept his service.

In their own way, these w«3re as wretched a set of

people as ever had assembled at the festival. There they
sat, with the veiled skeleton of the founder, holding aloft

the cypress wreath, at one end of the table ; and at the

other, wrapt in furs, the Avithered figure of Gervayse
Hastings, stately, calm and cold, impressing the company
with awe, yet so little interesting their sympathy, that lie

miirht have vanished into tliin air, without their once ex-

claiming—'• Whither is he gone ?
"

*'Sir," said the pliilanthropist, addressing the old man,

"you have been so long a guest at this annual festival,

and have thus been conversant with so many vaiieties of

human affliction, that, not improbably, you have thence

derived some great and important lessons. How blessed

were your lot, could you reveal a secret by which all this

mass of woe miglit be removed !

"

*' I know of but one misfortune," answered Gervaysa
Hastings, quietly,

" and that is my own."
"Your ownl" rejoined t!ie philanthropist. "And,

looking back on your serene and prosperous life, how can

you chiim to be the sole unfortunate of the human race?"
" You will not understand it," replied Gervayse Hast-

ings freely, and with a singular inefliciency of pronuncia-
tion, and sometimes putting one word for another.
" None have understood it—not even those who experi-
ence the like. It is a chilliness—a want of earnestness—a

feeling as if wliat should be my heart were a thing of

vapor—a haunting perception of unreality ! Thus seem-

ing to possess all that other men have—r.'.l that men aim
at—I have really possessed nothing, neither joy nor griefs.
All thiiigs

—idl persons—as was truly said to me at this

table long and long ago—have been like shadows flicker-

ing on the wall. It was so with my wife and children—
with those who seemed my friends : it is so with your-
selves, whom I see now before me. Kf^itluT have I

myself any real existence, but am a shadow like the rest !
"

"And how is it with your views of a future life?"

inquired the speculative clergyman.
"Worse than with you," said the old man, in a hollow

and feeble tone; "for I cannot conceive it earnestly

enough to feel either Lope or fear. Mine—mine is the
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wretchedness! This cold heart—this unreal life! Ahl
it grows colder still."

It so chanced, lliat at this juncture the decayed liga-

ment., of (he skeleton gave way, and the dry bones fell

togetlier in a heap, thus causing the dusty wreath of

cypress to drop upon the table. The attention of tlie

company being thus diverted, for a single instant, from

Gervayse Hastings, they perceived, on turning again
towards him, that the old man had undergone a change.
His shadow had ceased to flicker on the walL

"
Well, Rosina, what is your criticism ?

"
asked Roder-

ick, as he rolled up the manuscript.
"
Frankly, your success is by no means complete," re-

plied she. " It is true, I have an idea of the character

you endeavor to describe ; but it is rather by dint of my
own thought than your expression."

" That is unavoidable," observed the sculptor,
" because

the characteristics are all negative. If Gervayse Hastings
could have imbibed one human griefat the gloomy banquet,
the task of describing him would have been infinitely

easier. Of such persons—and we do meet with these

moral monsters now and then—it is difficult to conceive

how they came to exist here, or what there is in ihem

capable of exi.<tence 'hereafter. They seem to be on tije

outside of everything ; and nothing wearies the soul more
thau an attempt to comprehend them within its grasp."

BROWNE'S WOODEN IMAGE.

One sunshiny morning, in the good old times of the

town of Boston, a young carver in wood, well known by
the name of Drowiie, stood contem[)lating a large oaken

log, which it was his purpose to convert into the figure-

head of a vessel. And while he discussed within his own
mind what sort of shape or similitude it were well to be-

stow upon this excellent piece of timber, there came into

Drowne's workshop a certain Captain Ilunnewell, owner
and commander of the good brig called the Cynosure,
which had just returned from her first voyage to Fayal.

''Ah! that will do, Drowne, that will do!" cried the

jolly captain, tapping the log with his rattan. "I be-
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speak this very piece of oak for the figure-head of the

Cynosure. Slie has shown herself the sweetest craft that

ever floated, and I mean to decorate, her prow with the

handsomest image that tlie skill of man can cut out of

timber. And, Drowne, you are the fellow to execute it."

*'You give me more credit than I desen'e, Captain
Hunnewell," said the carver, modestly, yet as one coiv

scious of eminence in his art. "
But, for the sake of the

\good brig, I stand ready to do my best. And whicii of

these designs do you prefer? Here"—pointing to a star-

ing, half length figure, in a white wig and scarlet coat—
*' here is an excellent model, the likeness of our gracious

king. Here is the valiant Admiral Vernon. Or, if you
prefer a female figure, what say you to Britannia with the

trident ?
"

"All very fine, Drowne ; all very fine," answered the

mariner. " But as nothing like the brig ever swam the

ocean, so I am detennined she shall have such a figure-
head as old Neptune never saw in his life. And what is

more, as there is a secret in the matter, you must pledge

your credit not to betray it."

"
Certainly," said Drowne, marvelling, however, what

|)ossible mystery there could be in rcfei-ence to an aifiiirso

oj)en, of necessity, to the insjiection of all the world, as

the figure-head of a vessel. *' You may depend, captain,
on my being as secret as the nature of the case will per-
mit."

Captain Hunnewell then took Drowne by the button,
and communicated his wishes in so low a tone, that it

would be unmannerly to re})eat Avhat was evidently in-

tended for the carver's private ear. We shall, therefore,
take the opjxjrtunity to give the reader a few desirable

particulars about Drowne himself.

lie was the first American who is known to have

attempted,—in a very humble line, it is true,—that art in

which we can now reckon so many names already dis-

tinguished, or rising to distinction. From his earliest

boyhood, he had exhibited a knack—for it would be too

proud a word to call it genius—a knack, therefore, for the

imitation of the human figure, in Avhatevcr material came
most readily to hand. The snows of a New P'ngland
winter had often supplied him with a species of marble
as dazzlingly white, at least, as the Parian or the Carrara,

^d if less durable, yet sufficiently so to correspond witU
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any claims to permanent existence possessed by the hoy's
frozen statues. Yet they won admiration fiom maturer

judges than his schoolfellows, and were, indeed, remark-

ably clever, though destitute of the native warmth that

might have made the snow melt beneath his hand. As he
advanced in life, the young man adopted j;ine and oak as

eligible materials for the display of his skill, which now

began to bring him a return of solid silver, as well as the

empty praise that had been an apt reward enougli for his

productions of evanescent snow. lie became noted for

carving ornamental pump-heads, and wooden urns for

gate-posts, and decorations, more grotesque than fanciful,

tor mantel-pieces. No apothecary would have deemed
himself in the way of obtaining custom, without setting

up a gilded mortar, if not a head of Galen or Hippocrates,
from the skilful hand of Drowne. But the great scope cf

his business lay in the manufacture of figure-heads for

vessels. AVhether it were the monarch himself, or some
famous British admiral or general, or the governor of the

province, or perchance the favorite daughter of the ship-

owner, there the image stood above the prow, decked out

in gorgeous colors, magnificently gilded, and staring the

whole world out of countenance, as if from an innate con-

sciousness of its own superiority. These specimens of

native sculpture had crossed the sea in all directions, and
been not ignobly noticed among the crowded shipping of

the Thames, and. wherever else tlie hardy mariners of

New England had pushed their adventures. It must be

fonfessed, that a family likeness pervaded these respecta-
lle progeny of Drovvne's skill—that the benign counte-

i^iince of the king resembled those of his subjects, and
that INIiss Peggj' Ilobart, the merchant's daughter, bore a
nmarkable similitude to Britannia, Victory, and other

l.nlies of the allegoric sisterhood; and, finally, that they
ii!l had a kind of wooden aspect, A\hich proved an inti-

mate relationship with the nnshaped blocks of timber in

the carver's w^rkshdp. Jhu, at least, there was no incon-

siderable skill of hand, nor a deficiency of any attribute

Jo render them really works of art, except that deep qual-

"'ity, be it *of soul or intellect, which bestows life upon the

lifeless, and warmth upon tlie cold, and which, had it been

present, would havy jnivde Pi'owiic's wooden image iiistiixct

with
spirit,
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The oapfai.i of the Cynosure had now finished his

instructions.

"And Drowne," said lie, impressively, "you must lay
aside all other business, and sot alx)iit this forthwith. And
as to the price, only do the job in first rate style, and you
shall settle that point yourself."

"
Very well, captain,*' answered the carver, who looked

grave and somewhat perplexed, yet had a sort of smile

upon his visage.
"
Depend upon it, I'll do my utmost to

satisfy you."
From that moment, the men of taste about Long

Whai-f and the Town Dock, who were wont to show their

love for the arts, by frequent visits to Drowno's workshop,
and admiration of his wooden images, began to be sensible

of a mystery in tlie carver's conduct. Often he was
absent in the day-time. Sometimes, as might be judged
by gleams of light from the shop windows, he was at work
until a late hour of the evening ; although neither knock
nor voice, on such occasions, could gain admittance for a
visitor, or elicit any word of response. Nothing remark-

able, however, was deserved in the shop at those hours
when it was thrown open. A fine piece of timber, in-

deed, which Drowne was known to have reserved for some
Avork of especial dignity, was seen to be gradually assum-

ing shape. What shape it was destined ultimately to

take, was a problem to his friends, and a point on which
the carver himself preserved a rigid silence. But day
after day, though Drowne was seldom noticed in the act
of working upon it, this rude form began to be developed,
until it became evident to all observers, that a female fig-
ure was growing into mimic life. At each new visit they
beheld a larger pile of wooden chips, and a nearer appi-ox-
imalion to something beautiful. It seemed as if the Ham-
adryad of tlie oak had sheltered herself from the unimag-
inative world within the heart of her native tree, and
thiit it was only necessary to remove the strange shapeless-
ni ss that had encrusted her, and reveal tlie gi-ace and
loveliness of a divinity. Imperfect as the design, the

attitude, the costume, and especially the face of the image,
still remained, there was already an effect that drew the

2ye from the wooden cleverness of Drowne's earlier pi*o-

ductions, and fixed it upon the tantalizing mysteiy of this

new project.

Copley, the celebrated painter, then a young man, and
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a resident of Boston, came one dsiy to visit Diowiic; for

he had recognized so much of moderate ability in the

carver, as to induce him, in the dearth of any profi-ssional

sympathy, to cuhivate liis acquaintance. On entering th-

shop, the artist ghinced at the intk-xible image of kiiic-

commander, dame, and allegory, that stood arouii;! ; o:.

the best of wliich might have been bestowed the questldii;'

ble praise, tliat it looked as if a living man had here been

changed to wood, and that not only the physical, I.::

the intellectual and spiritual part, partook of the sdi I

transformation. But in not a single instance did it si-i )i.

as if the vood were imbibing the ethereal essence (,J

humanity. What a vide distinction is here, and hov
far would the slightest portion of the latter merit have
outvalued the utmost degree of the former!

"]\Iy friend Drowne," said Copley, smiling to himself,

but alluding to the mechanical and wooden cleverness that

so invariably distinguished the images, "you are really n

remarkable person 1 I have seldom met with a m.an, in

your line of business, tl::it could do so much, for one other

touch might make this figure of General "Wolfe, for in-

stance, a breathing and intelligent human creature."

"You would have me t!.ii:k that you are praising me
highly, Mr. Copley," answered Drowne, turning his back

upon Wolfe's image in a{)[)arent disgust.
*' But there lij'3

come a light into my nnud. I know, wliat you know as

well, that the one touch, which you speak of as deficient,

is the only one that would he truly valuable, and that,

without it, these works of mine are no better than worth-

less abortions. There is the same difference between them
and the works of an inspired artist, as between a sign-post
daub and one of your best pictures."

*' This is strange I

"
cried Copley, looking him in tlie

faae, which now, as the painter fancied, had a singular

depth of intelligence, though, hitherto, it had not given
him gi'catly the advantage over his own family of wooden

imag;s. ''What lias come over you? How is it that,

|>ossessing tlie idea which you have now uttered, you
shoi'ld produce only such works as these?"

'1 lie carver smiled, but matle no reply. Copley turned

again to the images, conceiving that the sense of deficiency,
so rare in a meirly niechanierd character, must surely

imply a genius, the tokens of wiruh had been overlooked.

But no } there was not a trace of it. He was about lo
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withdraw, when his eyes chanced to fall upon a half-

developed figure which lay in a corner of the worksliop,
suiTounded by scattered chips of oak. It arrested him at

once.
" What is here? Who has done this?" he broke out,

after contemplating it in speechless astonishment for an
instant. " Here is the divine, the life-giving touch !

What inspired hand is beckoning this wood to aiise and
live? Whose work is this?"

** No man's work," replied Drowne. " The figure lio3

within that block of oak, and it is my business to lind it."

' Drowne," said the true artist, grasping the carver

fervently by the hand, "you are a man of genius!
"

As Copley departed, happening to glance backward from
the threshold, he beheld Dro^^^le bending over the half

created shape, and stretching forth his arms asif he would
have embraced and drawn it to his heart; while, had
such a miracle been possible, his countenance expressed

passion enough to communicate warmth and sensibility to

the lifeless oak.
"
Strange enough !

'*
said the artist to himself. " Who

would have looked for a modern Pygmalion ia the pei'son
of a Yankee mechanic !

"

As yet, the image was but vague in its outward present-
ment; so that, as in the cloud-shapes around its western

sun, the observer rather felt, or was led to imagine, than

really saw what was intended by it. Day by day, how-
ever the work assumed gi-eater precision, and settled its

irregular and misty outline into distincter grace and

beauty. The general design was now obvious to the com-
mon eye. It was a female figure, in what appeared to be
a foreign dress ; the gown being laced over the bosom, and

opening in front, so as to disclose a skirt or petticoat, the
folds and inequalities of which were admirably represented
iu the oaken substance. She wore a hat of singular grace-
fulness, and abundantly laden with flowers, such as never

grew in the rude soil of New England, but which, with
all their fanciful luxuriance, had a natural truth that it

seemed impossible for the most fertile imagination to have
attained without copying from real pi*ototypes. There
were several little appendages to this dress, such as a fan,
a pair of ear-rings, a chain about the neck, a watch in the

bosom, and a ring u[K»n the finger, all of which would have

been deemed beneath the
dignity

of sculptme, The^
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were put on, however, with as much taste as a lovely
voman might have shown in licr attire, and could therefore

have shocked none but a judgment spoiled by aitistic

rules.

The face was still imperfect; but, gradually, by a magic
touch, intelligence and sensibility brightened through the

features, with all the ehbct of light gleaming forth from
within the solid oak. The face became alive. It was a

beautifirl, though not j)reciscly regular, and somewhat

haughty aspect, but with a certain picpancy about the

eyes and mouth which, of all expressions, would have
seemed the most inipossiLlc to throw over a wooden
countenance. And now, so far as carving went, this won-
derful production was complete.
"Drowne," said Copley, who had hardly missed a single

d;iy in his visits to the carver's workshop,
" if this work

were in marble, it would make you famous at once ; nay,
I would almost afPirm that it wor.ld make an era in the

art. It i ? as ideal as an antique statue, yet as real as any
lovely woman v.honi one meets at a fireside or in the

street. I>ut I trurt you do not mean to deseci'ate this

exquisite creature with paint, like those staring kings and
admirals yonder ?

"

"Not paint her?" exclaimed Captain ITunnewell, who
Slood by;

*' r.ot paint the figure-head of the Cynosure!
And what sort of a figure should I cut in a foreign port,
Vviih such an unpainted oaken stick as this over my prow?
She must, and she shall, be painted to the life, from the

toi)most lloAvcr in her hat down to the silver spangles on
her slippers."

"IMr. Copley," said Drowne, quietly, "I know nothing
of marble statuary, and nothing of the sculjitor's rules of

art. But of this wooden image—this work of my hands—•

this creature of my heart
"—and here his voice faltered and

choked, in a very singular manner—*'of this—of her—I

may say that I know something. A well-spring of inward

wisdom gushed within me, as I wrought upon the oak

with my whole strength, and soul, and faith. Let others

do what they may with marble, and adopi, what rules they
choose. If I can produce my desired effect by painted

wood, those rules are not for me, and I have a right to

disregard them."
" The very spirit of genius !

"
muttered Copley to him-

lelf.
•' IIow otherwise should this ctu-ver feel himself en^
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titled to tmnscend all roles, aud make me ashamed of

quoting them !"

He looked earnestly at Drowne, and again saw that ex-

pression of human love which, in a spiritual sense, as the

artist could not help imagining, was the secret of the life

that had been breathed into this block of wood.

The carver, still in the same secresy that marked all hi8

operations upon this mysterious image, proceeded to piiiiit

the habiliments in their proper colors, aud the countenance

with nature's red and white. AVhen all was finished, l.e

threw open his workshop, and admitted the townspeo[:le to

behold what he had done. Most persons, at their first

entrance, felt impelled to remove their hats, and pay such

reverence as was due to the richly dressed and beautiful

young lady, who seemed to stand in a comer of the room,
with oaken chips and shavings scattered at her feet. Then
came a sensation of fear ; as if, not being actually human,

yet so like humanity, she must therefore be something

preternatural. There was, in truth, an indefinable air

and expression that might reasonably induce the query—
who and from what sphere this daughter of the oak should

be. The strange inch flowers of Eden on her head ; the

complexion, so much deeper and more brilliant than those

of our native beauties; the foreign, as it seemed, and fan-

tastic garb, yet not too fantastic to be worn decorously in

the streets ; the delicately wrought embix)iJery of the

skirt ; the broad gold chain about her neck ; the curious

ringujx)n her finger; the fan, so exquisitely sculptured in

open work, and painted to resemble pearl and ebony ;
—

where could Drowne, in his sober walk of life, have
beheld the vision here so matchlessly embodied! And
then her face! In the dark eyes, and around the voluptu-
ous mouth, there played a look madeupof pride, coquetry,
and a gleam of mirthfulness, which impressed Copley with

•the idea tlial the image was secretly enjoying the perplex-

ing admiration of himself and other beholders.

"And will you," said he to the carver,
"
permit this

master-piece to become the figure-head of a vessel? Give
the honest captain yonder figure of Britannia—it will

answer his purpose far better,—and send this fairy queen
to England, where, for aught I know, it may bring you a
thousand pounds."

" 1 have not wrought it for money," said DroAvne.
*' ^hat sort of a fellow is this !

"
thought Copley.

"A
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Yaiikef>, and tliiow away th<' clianco of maltlni? Ills for-

tune ! Ho lias gone mad ; and thence has come his gleam
of genius."

There was still fnitlier proof of Drowne's limary, if

credit were due to the nnnor that he had been seen kneel-

ing at the feet of the oaken lady, and gazing witli a

lover's passionate ardor into the face that his own liands

had created. The bigots of the day hinted that it woid<l

be no matter of surprise if an evil spirit were allowed to

enter tliis beautiful foi-m, and seduce the carver to

destruction.

The fame of the image spread far and wide. Tlie

inliabitants visited it fo universally, tliat, after a few days
of exhibition, there was hardly an old man or a child who
had not become minutely familiar with its aspect. Had
the story of Drowne's wooden image ended here, its

celebrity might have been prolonged for many years, by
the reminiscences of tliose wlio looked U|!on it in their

childhood, and saw r.otliing else so beautiful in after life.

But the town Avas now astounded by an event, the narra-

tive of which has formed itself info one of the most singu-
lar legends that are yet to be met with in the traditionary

chimney-cornei-s of the New England metropolis, where
old men and women sit diraming of the past, and wag
their heads at tlic dreamers of the present and the future.

One fine nwrning, just before the departure of the

Cynosure on her second voyage to Fajal, the conmiander

of that gallant vessel was seen to issue from his residence

in Hanover street. He was stylishly dressed in a blue

broadcloth coat, with gold lace at the seams and butfon-

Jioles, an embroidered scarlet waistcoat, a triangular hat,

wil'i a loop and broad binding of gold, and wore a silver

Jiilted hanger at his side. But the good captain might
have been arrayed in the robes of a prince or the rags of

a beggar, without in cither case attracting notice, while

obscnrei! l)y such a companion as now leaned on his arm.

The people in the street started, rubbed tluir eyes, and
eiiher leaped aside from their path, or stood as if trans-

fixed to wood or marble in astonisliment.
" Do you see it ?—do you see it ?

"
cried one, with trem-

ulous eagerness.
*' It is the very same!"

"Ihe same?" answered another, who had arrived in

town only the night before. "Who do you mean ? I see

Qnl/ u seu-captaia in his shore-<5oing clothes, and a young
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lady in a. foreign liabit, with a, bunch of bonufifiil flowers

in her Imt. On my woril, she is as fair and bright a (lam-

pel as ray eyes have looked on tliis many a day!"
** Yes ; the same I—the wry same !

"
repeated the

other. '• Drowno'.s woollen image has come to iif<' !

"

Here was a miracle indeed ! Yet, illuminated by thesun-

sliine, or (Larkened by the alternate shade of the houses, and
•with its garments fluttering lightly in the morning bi-eeze,

lliere |.a-sed the imnge along the street. It was exactly
and minutely the shape, the garb, and the face, which
the townspeople had so recently thronged to see and
admire. Not a rich flower upon her head, not a single

leaf, but had had its pi-ototype in Drowne's wootlen

workmanship, although now their fragile gi-ace had
become flexible, and was sbrken by every footstep that

the wearer made. The i;road gold chain upon tho

neck was identical with the one represented on the im-

age, and glistened with the motion impai-ted by the

rise and fall of the bosom which it decorated. A real

diamond sparkled on her finger. In her right hand she
bore a pearl and ebony fan, which she flouri-lie<l with a
fantastic and bewitching coquetry, that was likewise

expressed in all her movements, as well as in the style of

her beauty and the attire that so well harmonized with it.

The face, with its brilh'ant depth of complexion, had the

same piquancy of mirthful miscliicf tl.at was fixed npon
countenance of the image, but w hieh was here varied and

continually shifting, yet always csscntlaHy the same, like

the sunny gleam upon a bubbling fountain. On the

whole, there was somctl.iag so airy and yet so real in the

figure, and withal so peifect'.y did it represent Drowne'3

image, that people knew not whetlier to sr.pposo the magic
wood ethercalizcd into a spirit, or warmed and softened
into an actual woman.

•'One thing is certain," muttered a Puritan of (he old

stamp.
" Drowne has sold himself to the devil ; and

doubtless this gay Captain Hunnewell is a party to tlie

bargain."
"And I," said a young man who overheard him,

"would almost consent to be the third victim, for the lib-

erty of sahiting tliose lovely lips."
"And so would I," said Copley, the painter, "for the

privilege of taking her picture."
The image, or the apparition, whichever it might be,
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Still oscorterl by (he bold captain, proceeded from Hand,

ver street tlirou;^h some of the cross-lanes that make this

portion of the town so intricate, to Ann street, thence into

Dock-square, and so downward to Drowne's shop, Avhich

stood just on the water's edge. The crowd still followed,

gathering volume as it rolled along. Never had a mod-
ern miracle occurred in such broad daylight, nor in the

presence of such a multitude of witnesses. The airy

image, as if conscious that she was the object of the mur-
murs and disturbance that swelled behind her, ajtpeared

slightly vexed and llustercd, yet still in a manner consist-

ent with the light vivacity and sportive mischief that

were written in her countenance. She was observed to

flutter her fan Avith such vehement rajjidity, that the

elaborate delicacy of its workmanship gave way, and it

remained broken in her hand.

Arriving at Drowne's door, while the captain threw it

open, the marvellous apparition paused an instant on the

threshold, assuming the very attitude of the image, and

casting over the crowd that glance of sunny co(pietry
which all remembered on the face of the oaken lady.
She and her cavalier then disappeared.
"Ah!" murmuird the crowd, drawing a deep breath,

as with one vast pair of lungs.
" The world lool;s darker, now that she has vauished,"

said some of the young men.
But the aged, whose recollections dated as far back as

witch times, shook their beads, and hinted that our fore-

fathers would have thought it a pious deed to burn the

daughter of the oak with fire.

" Jf she be other tlian a bubble of the elements," ex-

claimed Copley,
*' I must look upon her face again !

"

He accordingly entered the sho|>; and there, in her

asual corner, stood the image, gazing at hiin, as it might

seem, Avith the very same expression of mirthful misciiief

that had been the farewell look of the apparition when,
but a moment before, she turned her face towards the

crowd. The carver stoo<l beside his creation, mending
the beautiful tan, which by some accident was broken in

her hand. Hut (here was no longer any motion in the

life-lik<; image, nor any real woman in th(^ workshop, nor
even the witchcraft of a sunny shadow, that might have

deluded people's eyes a.s it (littctl along th(! street. Cap-
tain IIunnewclL, too, had vanished. His hou^'se, seu/*
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breezy tones, however, were audible on flie other side of a
door that o|)ened upon the water.

•' Sit down in the stern sheets, my lady," ssiid the g^
lant captain. "Come, Ix-ar a hand, you hibbers, and set

ns on l)oard in the turning of a minute-ghiss."
And tiien was heard the stroke of oars.
" Drowne," said Copley, with a smile of intelligence,

"you have been a truly fortunate man. What paint«>r or

statuaiy ever had such a sulject! No wonder that she

inspired a genius into you, and first created the artist who
aft»'nvards created her image."
Drowne looked at him with a visage that l)ore the traces

of tears, but from wlii^-h the light of imagination and

S'jiisibility, so recently illuniinati:;g it, had departed. He
was again the mechanical ctu-vcr that he had been known
to be all liis lifetime.

"I har.lly understand what you mean, Mr. Copley," ,

said he, putting his hand to Lis brow. ^'Tliis image I

Can it have been my work? "Well—I have wrought it in*

a kind of dream ; and now that I am broad awake, I must
set about finishing yonder figure of Admiral ^'ernon•"

And forthwith he employed himself on the stolid coun-

tenance of one of his wooden progeny, and completed it

in his own mechanical style, from which he Avas never
known afterwards to deviate. lie followed his busine.~3

industriously for many years, acquired a competence, and,
in the latter part of his life, attained to a dignified station

in the church, being remembered in records and traditions

as Deacon Drowne, the carver. One of his productions,
an Indian chief, gilded all over, stood during the better

part of a century on the cupola of the Province House,
iMjdazzling the eyes of those who looked upward, like an

yngel of the sun. Another work of the g<x>d deacon's
hand—a reduced likeness of friend Captain Ilunnewell,

holding a telescope and quadrant—may be seen, to this

day, at the corner of Broad and State streets, serving in

tlie useful capacity of sign to the shop of a nautical instru-

ment maker. We know not how to account for the inferi.

ority of this quaint old figin-e, as compared with the

recorded excellence of tlie Oaken Lady, unless on the

•supposition, that in every human spirit there is imagina-
tion, sensibility, creative power, genius, which, aecoi-ding
to circumstances, may eitlier be dev«doj»ed in this world,
or shrouded in a mask of aulness until another stat<J wf
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being. To our friend Drowne, there came a brief season

of excitement, kindled by love. It rendered liim a genius
for that one occasion, but, quenched in disappointment,
left him again the mechanical carver in wood, without the

power even of appreciating the work that his own hands
had wrought. Yet who can doubt, that the very highest
state to which a human spirit can attain, in its loftiest

aspirations, is its truest and most natural state, and tliat

Drowne was more consistent with himself when he

wrought the admirable figure of the mysterious lady, than
when he perpetrated a whole progeny of blockheads?

There was a rumor in Boston, about this pei-iod, that a

young Portuguese lady of rank, on some occasion of polit-
ical or domestic disquietude, had fled from her home in

Fayal, and put herself under the protection of Captain
Hunnewell, on board of whose vessel, and at whose resi-

dence, she was sheltered until a change of affairs. This
fair stranger must have been the original of Drowne'e
Wooden Imagce.

THE INTELLIGENCE OFFICE.

L A GRAVE figure, with a pair of mysterious spectacles
on his nose and a pen behind his ear, was seated at «

desk, in a corner of a metropolitan office. The apartment
vas fitted up with a counter, and furnished with an oaken
cabinet and a chair or two, in simple and business-like

style. Around the walls were stuck advertisements of
urticles lost, or articles wanted, or articles to be disposed
of; in one or another of which classes Avere comprehended
lieai'ly all the conveniences, or otherwise, that tlie imagin-
ation of man has contrived. The interior of the room
was thrown into shadow, pai'tly by the tall edifices that

rose on tlie opposite side of the street, and partly by the

immense show-bills of blue and crimson paper, that were

expanded over each of tiie three windows. Undisturbed

by the tramp of feet, the rattle of wheels, the hum of

voices, the shout of the city-crier, the scream of the news-

boys, and other tokens of the multitudinous life that

surged along in front of the office, the figure at the desk

pored diligeutly over a folio volume, of ledger-like si^e

m'l
a6puvt.j4ly \^M li^<S tUe ej^mi of u I'ecord—tUe
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soul cf his own great volume—mt\(le visible in mortal

shape.
But scarcely an instant elapsed without the appearance

at the do<jr of some individual from the busy populiition
whose vicinity was manifested by so much buzz, and clat-

ter, and outcry. Now, it was a thriving mechanic, in

quest of a tenement that should come within his moderate

means of rent; now, a ruddy Irish girl from the banks of

Killarney, wandering fix)m kitchen to kitchen of our land,

while her heart still iiung in the peat-smoke of her native

cottage ; now, a single gentleman, looking out for econom-
ical board; and now—for this establishment offered an

epitome of worldly pursuits
—it was a faded beauty inquir-

ing for her lost bloom ; or Peter Schlemihl for his lost

shadow ; or an author, of ten years' standing, for his van-

islied reputation ; or a moody man for yesterday's sun-

shine.

At the next lifting of the latch there entered a person
with his hat awry upon his head, his clothes perversely
ill-suited to his form, his eyes staring in directions oppo-
site to their intelligence, and a certain odd unsuitableness

pervading his whole figure. Wherever he might chance
to be, whether in palace or cottage, church or market, ou
land or sea, or even at his own fireside, he must have worn
tlie characteric expression of a man out of his right place.^

"This," inquired he, putting his question in the form of
an assertion,

" this is the Central Intelligence Office?"
" Even so," answered the figure at tlie desk, turning

another leaf of his volume; he then looked the applicant
in the face, and said briefly

—"Your business?"
"I want," said the latter, with tremulous earnestness,

** a place !
"

"A place!—and oi what nature?" asTje^ the Intelli-

gencer.
" There are many vacant, or soon to be so, some

of which will probably suit, since they range from that of
a footman up to a seat at the council-board, or in the cabi-

net, or a throne, or a presidential chair."

The stranger stood pondering before the desk, with an
unquiet, dissatisfied air—a dull, vague pain of heart, ex-

pressed by a slight contortion of the brow—an earnestness
of glance, that asked and exjxjcted, yet continually wav-

ered, as if distrusting. In short, he evidently wanted, not
in a physical or intellectual sense, but with an urgent

16
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moral necessity tliat is the hardest of all things to satisfy,
since it knows not its own subject.

" Ah, you mistake me !

''
said he at length, with a ges-

ture of nervous impatience.
" Either of the places yoti

mention, indeed, might answer my purpose—or, more

[)robably, none of them. I want my place!—my own
place !—my true place in the world !—my proper sphere !

my tiling to do, which nature intended me to perform when
bIic fashioned me thus awry, and wliich I have vainly
sought, all my lifetime I "Whether it be a footman's duty, or
a king's, is of little consequence, so it be naturally mine.
Can you help me here?"

"I will enter your application," answered the Intelli-

gencer, at the same time writing a few lines in his volume.
*' l)ut to undertake such a business, I tell you frankly, is

quite apart from the ground covered by my official duties.

Ask for something specific, and it may doubtless be nego-
tiated for you, on your compliance with the conditions.
But were I to go further, I should have the whole popula-
tion of the city upon my shoulders ; since far the greater
proportion of them are, more or less, in your predica-
ment.'*

The applicant sank into a fit of despondency, nnd passed
out of the door without again lifting his eyes; and, if he
died of the disappointment, he was probably buried in the

wrong tomb; inasmuch as the fatality ofsuch people never
deserts them, and, whether alive or dead, tlicy are invar-

iably out of place.
Almost immediately, another foot was heard on the

threshold. A youth entered hastily, and threw a glance
around the office to ascertain whether tlio man of intclli-

gence was alone. He then approaclicd close to the desk,
blushed like a maiden, and seemed at a loss how to broach

Ills business.
" You <;ome npon an affiilr of the heart,** said the ofTi-

cial personage, looking into him through his mysterioua
Spectacles.

*' State it in as few words as may be."
*'You are right," replied the youth.

*' I have a heart
to dispose of."

" You seek an exchange ?
"
said the Intelligencer. "Fool-

isli youth, why not be contented with your own?"
"Because," exclaimed the young man, losing his em-

barrassment in a passionate glow.—"because my heart

buiiis me with an intolerable fire; it tortures me all day
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long "With yearnings for 1 know not wliai, and feverish

throbbings, and the pangs of a vague sorrow ; and it

awakens me in the night-time with a quake, when there is

nothing to be feared ! I cannot endure it any longer. It

were wiser to throw away such a heart, even if it brings

me nothing in return!"
" Oh, very well," said the man of office, making an

entry in his volume. "Your affair will be easily trans-

acted, liiis species of brokerage makes no inconsiderable

part of my business; and there is always a large assort-

ment of the article to select from. Here, if I mistake not,

comes a pretty fair sample."
Even as he spoke, the door was gently and slowly thrust

ajar, affording a glimpse of the slender figure of a young

girl, who, as she timidly entered, seemed to bring the light

and cheerfulness of the outer atmosphere into the some-

what gloomy apartment. We know not her errand there ;

nor can we reveal whether tlse young man gave up his

heart into her custody. If so, the arrangement was nei-

ther better nor worse than in ninety-nine cases out of a
j

hundred, where the parallel sensibilities of a similar age, i

importunate affections, and the easy satisfaction of charac- i

tei-s not deeply conscious of themselves, supply the place
'

of any profounder sympathy.
Not always, however, was the agency of the passions

and affections an office of so little trouble. It happened—
rarely, indeed, in proportion to the cases that came under

an ordinary rule, but still it did happen—that a heart was

occasionally brought hither, of such exquisite material, so

delicately attempered, and so curiously wrought, that no

other heart could be found to match it. It might almost

be considered a misfortune, in a worldly point of view, to

be the jX)ssessor of such a diamond of the purest water ;

since in any reasonable pi-obability, it could only be ex-

clianged for an ordinaiy jjebble, or a bit of cunningly
manufactured glass, or, at least, for a jewel of native rich-

ness, but ill-set,, or with some fatal flaw, or an earthy vein

running through its central lustre. To choose another

figure, it is sad that heaits which have their well-spring
in the infinite, and contain inexhaustible sympat' i* s,

should ever be doomed to pour themselves into .^-hn! w

vessels, and thus lavish their rich affections on thegioui-.i.

Strange, that the finer and deeper nature, whether in man
<»r woman, while possessed of every other delicate iustinct*



244 MOSSES FROM AN OLD MANSE.

should SO often lack that most invaluable one, of preserv-

ing itself from contamination with what is of a bjiser kind 1

Sometimes, it is true, the spiritual fountain is kept pure by
a wisdom witliin itself, and sparkles into tbe light of

heaven, witliout a stain from the eartldy strata through
it lad gushed upward. And sometimes, even here on

ea 'til, the pure mingles witli the pure, and the inexhaust-

ible is recompensed with the infinite. But these miracles,

tiiough he should claim the credit of them, are far beyond
tlie scope of such a superficial agent in human affairs, as

the figure in the mysterious spectacles.

Again the door was opened, admitting the bustle of the

city with a fresher reverberation into the Intelhgence Office.

Kow entered a man of woe-begone and downcast look ; it

Avas sncli an aspect as if he had lost the very soul out of

his body, and had traversed all the world over, searching
iu the dust of the highways, and along the shady foot-

paths, and beneath the leaves of the forest, and among the

sands of the sea-shore, in hopes to recover it again. He
had bent an anxious glance along the pavement of the

street, as he came hitherward; he looked, also, in the an-

gle of the door-step, and upon the floor of the room ; and

finally, coming up to the Man of Intelligence, he gazed

through the inscrutable spectacles which the latter wore,
as if the lost treasure might be hidden within his eyes.

*' I have lost—" he began ; and then he paused.
" Yes," said the Intelligencer,

" I see that you have lost

—but what ?
"

*' I have lost a precious jewel !

"
replied the unfortunate

person, "the like of which is not to be found among any

prince's treasures. While I possessed it, the contempla-
tion of it was my sole and sufficient happiness. No price
should have purchased it of me; but it has fallen from my
bosom, where I wore it, in my careless wanderings about

the city."
After causing the stranger to describe the marks of his

lost jewel, the Intelligencer opened a drawer of the oaken

(•)il)inet, which has been mentioned as forming a part of

tiie fui-niture of the i"oom. Here were deposited M-hatever

articles had been picked up in the streets, until the right
owners should claim them. It was a strange and hetero-

geneous collection. Not the least remarkable part of it

was a gi-eat number of wedding-rings, each one of which

had been riveted upon the finger with holy vows, and all
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the mystic potency that the most solemn rit^s could attain,
but had, nevertheless, proved too slippery for the wearer's

vigilance. Tlie gold of some was worn thin, betokening
the attrition of yeai-s of wedlock : others, glittering from
t lie jeweller's sho[), must have been lost witliin tiie honey-
moon. There were were ivory tablets, the leaves scril>bleJ

over with sentiments that had been the deepest truths of

the writer's earlier years, but which were now quite oblit-

erated from his memory. So scrupulously were articles

preserved in this depository, that not even withered flowers

were rejected; white roses, and blush roses, and moss-

roses, fit emblems of virgin purity and shamefaceduess,
which had been lost or flung away, and trampled into tho

pollution of the streets; locks of hair—the golden, and the

glossy dark—the long tresses of woman and the crisp curl3

of man—signified that lovers were now and then so heed-

less of the faith entruf^ted to them, as to drop its symbol
from the treasure-place of the bosom. Many of these

things were imbued with perfumes; and perhaps a sweet
scent had departed from the lives of their former posses-

sors, ever since they had so wilfully or negligently lost

them. Here were gold pencil-cases, little ruby hearts with

golden arrows through them, bosom pins, pieces of coin,

and small articles of every description, comprising

nearly all that have been lost, since a long while ago.
Most of them, doubtless, had a history and a meaning, if

there were time to search it out and room to tell it.

Whoover has missed anything valuable, vrhethcr out of

his heart, mind, or })Ocket, v/oidd do well to make inquiry
at the Central Intelligence OfTice.

And, in the corner of one of the drawers of the oaken

cabiiiet, after considerable research, was found a great
peju-1, looking like the soul of celestial purity, congealed
and polished.

" There is my jewel ! my very pearl !
**
cried the stranger,

almost beside nimself with rapture. *'It is mine! Give
it me—this moment !—or I shall perish !

'*

"I perceive," said the Man of Intelligence, examining
it more closely,

" that this is the Pearl of Great Price."
"The very same," answered the stranger. "Judge,

then, of my misery at losing it out of my bosom ! Restore
it to me ! I mus- not live without it an instant longer."

'' Pardon me," rejoined the Intelligencer, calmly.
" You

ask what is beyond my duty. This
j)earl,

as ^ou well
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know, is held upon a peculiar tenure ; and having once let

it esca|)e from your keeping, yoa have no greater claim

to it—nay, not so great^
—aa any other person. I cannot

give it back."

Nor could the enti*eaties of the miserable man—who
saw befoi-e his eyes the jewel of his life, without the power
to reclaim it—soften the heart of this stern being, impas-
«*ive to human 8yni[)athy, though exercising such an ap-

j
arent influence over human fortunes. Finally the loser

of the inestimable i)earl clutched his hands among his hair,

and ran madly forth into the world, which was aiFrighted

at liis despciate looks. There passed him on the door-step
a fashionable young gentleman, whose business it was to

in(juire lor a damask rose-bud, the gift of his lady love,

which he had lost out of his button-hole within an hour

after receiving it So various were the eiTands of those

who visited this Central OiRce, where all human wishes

seemed to made knowTi, and, so far as destiny would allow,

negotiated to their fulfillment.

The next that entered was a man beyond the middle

age, bearing the look ofone who knew the world and his own
course in it. lie had just alighted from a handsome pri-
vate carriage, whicli had orders to wait in the street while

its owner transacted his business. This person came up
to the desk with a quick, determined step, and looked the

Intelligencer in the face with a resolute eye; though, at

the same time, some secret trouble gleamed from it in red\

and dusky light.
^

"I have an estate to dispose of,** said he, with a brevity
that seemed characteristic.

"Describe it," sa'd the Intelligencer.
The a])plicant proceeded to give the boundaries of his

property, its nature, comprising tillage, pasture, woodhsnd,
and pleasure-grounds, in ample circuit; together with a

mansion-house, in the construction of which it had been
his object to realize a castle in the air, hardening its shad-

owy walls into granite, and rendering its visionary splen-
dor fjcrceptible to the awakened eye. Judging from his

description, it was beautiful enough to vanish like a dream,

yet substantial enough to endure for centuries. He spoke,
too, of the gorgeous furniture, the refinements of upiiol-

t^U'iy, and all the luxurious artifices that combined to ren-

der this u rcsidciicti where life might flow onward in ft
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ptream of golden days, undisturbed by the rnggednesa which
fate loves to tling into it.

" I am a man of strong will," said he, in conclusion ,

"and at my iii-st setting out in life, as a poor, unfriendt'd

voiith, I resolved to make myself the |)Ossessor of such a

mansion and estate as this, together witli the abundant

revenue necessary to upliold it. I have succeeded to the

extent of my utmost wish. And this is the estate which

I have now concluded to dispose of."

"And your terms?" asked the Tntel'i^encer, after tak-

ing down the particulars with which tuo stranger had su{>

plied liim.

'Easy—abundantly easy!'* answered the successli.l

man, smiling, but with a stern and almost frightful co;:-

traction of the brow, as if to quell an inward pang.
" f

have been engaged in various sorts of business—a distiller,

a trader to Africa, an East India merchant, a speculator
in the stocks—and, in the course oi these auliirs, liave con-

tracted an incumbrance of a certain nature. The pur-
chaser of the estate shall merely be required to assume this

burden to himself.'*
" I understand you,'* said the Man of Intelligence, put-

ting his pen behind liis ear. "I fear that no bargain can
be negotiated on tliese conditions. Very probably, the

next possessor may acquire the estate Avith a similar incum-

brance, but it will be of his own contracting, and will not

lighten your burden in the least."

"And am I to live on," fiercely exclaimed the Btranger,
*' with the dirt of these accursed acres, and tlic granite of

this infernal mansion, crushing down my soul? IIow. if

I should turn the edifice into an almshouse or a hospital,
or tear it down and build a church ?

"

" You can at least make the experiment," gnil the InrfV

^ligencer; "but the whole matter is one wl.ich you must
settle for youi-self.'*

• The man of deplorable success withdrew, and got into

his coach, which rattled off liglitly over the woodun pave-
ments, though laden with the weight of much land, a

stately house, and ponderous heaps of gold, all compressed
into an evil conscience.

Tliere now appeared many applicants for places; among
the most noteworthy of whom was a small, smoke-ilried

figure, who gave himself out to be one of the bad spinL^
that had waited upon Doctor Faustus in his laborattir?
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He pretended to show a certific^'ate of cliai-acter, which, he

averred, had been given hiiu by that famous necromancer,
and countersigned by several masters whom he had subse-

quently served.
" I am afraid, my good friend," observed the IntelH-

encer,
•' that your chance of getting a service is but poor.

Now-a-days, men act the evil spirit lor themselves and for

their neighbors, and play the part more effectually than

ninety-nine out of a hundi*ed of your fraternity."

But, just as the poor fiend was assuming a vaporous

consistency, being about to vanish through the floor in sad

disappointment and chagrin, the editor of a political

oewspaper chanced to enter the office, in quest of a scrib-

bler of party paragraphs. The former servant of Doctor

Faustus, with some misgivings as to his sufficiency of

venom, was allowed to try his hand in this capacity.
Next appeared, likewise seeking a service, the mysterious
Man in Red, who had aided Buonaparte in his ascent to

imperial power. lie was examined as to his qualifications

by an aspiring politician, but finally rejected, as lacking

familiarity with the cunning tactics of the present day.

People continued to succeed each other, with as much
briskness as if everybody turned aside, out of the roar and
tumult of the city, to record here some want, or super-

fluity, or desire. Some had gootls or possessions, of which

ihey wished to negotiate the sale. A China merchant had

lost his health by a long i-csidcnce in that wasting cli-

mate; ho vciy liberally offered his disease, and his wealth

along with it, to any physician wl.o would riil him of both

together. A soldier offered his wreath of laurels for as

good a leg as that which it had cost him, on the battle-

neld. One poor weary WTctch desired notliing but to be

accommodated with any creditable method of laying do^n
his life ; for misfortune and pecuniary troubles had so

subdued his spirits, that he could no longer conceive the

possibility of happiness, nor had the heart to try for it.

Nevertheless, happening to overhear some conversation

in the Intclligonce Office, respecting wealth to be rapidly
aecumulticd by a certain mode of speculation, he resolved

to live out llbU one other experiment of better fortune.

Many persons desired to exchange their youthful vices for

oth(;ra better suited to the gravity of advancing age; a

few, we are glad to say, madti eariKjst efforts to exchange
vice for vii'tue, and, hard as the bai-gaiu was, succeeded ia
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effecting it. But it was remarkable, that what all were
the least willing to give up, eveu on the most advantiigeous
terms, were the habits, the oddities, the characteristic

traits, the little ridiculous indulgences, somewhere between
faults and fcjllies, of which nobody but themselves could

understand the fascination.

The great folio, in which the Man of Intelligence
recortled all these freaks of idle hearts, and aspirations of

deep hearts, and desperate loiighigs of miserable hearts,

and evil prayers of pei-verteJ heaits, would be curious

reading, were it possible to obtain it for publication.
Human character in its individual developments—human
nature in the mxiss—may best be studied in its wishes s,

and this was the record of them alL There was an end-

less divei-sity of mode and circumstance, yet withal such a

similarity in the real ground-work, that any one page of

the volume—^AA'hethcr written in the days before the

Flood, or the yesterday that is just gone by, or to be
written on the morrow that is close at hand, or a thousand

ages hence—might serv-e as a specimen of the whole.

Not but tliat there were wild sallies of fantasy that could

scarcely occur to more than one man's brain, whether
reasonable or lunatic The strangest wnshes—yd most
incident to men who had gone deep into scientific pursuits,
and attained a high intellectual stage, though not the

loftiest—were, to contend with Nature, and wrest from
ber some secret, or some power, which she had seen fit to

withhold from mortal grasp. She loves to delude her

aspiring students, and mock them with mysteries that
seem but just beyond their utmost reach. To concoct
new minerals—to produce new forms of vegetable life—to

create an insect, if nothing higher in the living scale—is

a sort of wish that has often revelled in the bn?ast of a
man of science. An astronomer, who lived far more
among the distant worlds of space tlian in this lower

spliere, recorded a wi.-^h to behold the opposite side of the

moon, which, unless the system of the firmament be

reversed, she can never tui-n towards the earth. On the
same page of the volume, was written the wish of a little

child, to have the stars for playthings.
The most ordinary wish, that was written down with

wearisome recurrence, was, of course, for wealth, wealth,
wealth, in sums from a few shillings up to unreckonable
tbuusands. But, in reality, this often repeated exprea«!i<Hi
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covored ns many different desires. Wealth is the golden
esseiK^e of the outward world, embodying almost every-

thing that exi-^ts beyond the limits of the soul ; and there-

fore it is the natural yearning for the life in the midst of

which we find ourselves, and of which gold is the condi-

tion of enjoyment, that men abridge into this general
wish. Here and tliere, it is true, the volume testified to

some heart so jjerverted as to desire gold for its own sake.

]\Iany wished for power ; a p'rangc desire, indeed, since it

is but another form of slavery. Old people wished for the

delights of youth; a fop, for a fashionable coat; an idle

reader, for a new novel ; a versifier, for a rhyme to some
stubborn word ; a painter, for Titian's secret of coloring ;

a prince, for a cottage ; a republican, for a kingdom and a

palace ; a libertine, for his neighbor's wife ; a man of

palate, for green peas ; and a poor man, for a crust of

bread. The ambitious desires of public men, elsewhere

so craftily concealed, were here expressed openly and

boldly, side by side with the unselfish wishes of the philan-

thropist for the welfare of the race, so beautiful, so com-

forting, in contrast witli the egotism that continually

weighed self against the world. Into the darker secrets

of the Book of Wishes, we will not penetrate.
It would be an instructive emi)loyment for a student of

mankind, perusing this volume carefully, and comfiaring
its records with men's perfected designs, as expressed in

their deeds and daily life, to ascertain how far the one

accorded with the other. Undoubtedly, in most cases,

the correspondence would be found remote. The iioly and

generous Avish, that rises like incense from a pure heart

towards heaven, often lavishes its sweet perfume on tixe

blast of evil times. The foul, selfish, murderous wish,

that steams fortli from a corrupted heart, often {)assos into

the sj)iritual atmosphere, without being concreted into an

earthly deed. Yet this volume is probably truer, as a

representation of the human heart, than is the living

drama of action, as it evolves aiwuul us. There is more
of good and more of evil in it ; more redeeming points of

the bad, and more errors of tlie viituous; higher up-soJir-

ings, and baser degradation of tlu; soul ; in short, a more

perplexing amalgamation of vice and virtue, thar. we wit-

ness in the outward world. Dec-ency, and external con-

Bcience, often produce a far fairer outside, than is warranted

by the stains witlxin. And be it owned, on the other
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hand, that a man seldom repeats to his nearest friend, any
more than he realizes in act, the purest wishes, which, at

some blessed time or other, liave arisen from the depths
of his nature, and witnessed for him in this volume. Yet

there is enough, on every leaf, to make the good man
shudder for his own wild and idle wishes, as well as for

the sinner, whose whole life is the incarnation of a wicktd

desire.

But again the door is opened; and we hear the tumult- !

uous stir of the world—a deep and awful sound, expi-ess-'

ing in another form some portion of what is written in the

volume that lies before the Man of Intelligence. A grand-

fatherly personage tottered hastily into the office, with

such an earnestness in his infirm alacrity that his white

hair floated backward, as he hurried up to the desk ; while

his dim eyes caught a momentary lustre from his vehemence

of purpose. This venerable figure explained that he was
in search of To-mon-ow.

*'l have spent all my life in pursuit of it," added the

sage old gentleman, "being assured that To-morrow has

some vast benefit or other in store for me. But I am now

getting a little in years, and must make haste ; for unless

I overtake To-morrow soon, I begin to be afraid it will

finally escape me."
*' This fugitive To-morrow, my venerable friend," said

the Man of Intelligence,
" is a stray child of Time, and is

flying from his father into the region of the infinite.

Continue your pursuit, and you will doubtless come up
with him ; but as to the earthly gifts which you expect, he

has scattered them all among a throng of Yesterdays."

Obliged to content himself with this enigmatical re-

sponse, the grandsire hastened forth, with a quick chitter

of his staff upon the floor, and as he disappeared, a little

boy scampered through the door in chase of a butterfly,

which had got astray amid the barren sunshine of the city

Had the old gentleman been shrewder, he might have

detected To-morrow under the semblance of that gaudy
insect. The golden butterfly glistened through the shad-

owy apartment, and brushed its wings against tlie Book
of "Wishes, and fluttered forth again, with the child still

in pui"suit.

A man now entered, in neglected attire, with the aspect
of a thinker, but somewhat too lough-hewn and brawny
for a scholar^ His face was full of sturdy \igor, with
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flome finer and keener attribute beneath ; though harsh at

first, it was tempered with the glow of a large, waiin

heart, which hud force enough to heat his powerful intel-

lect through and through. He advanced to the Intelli-

gencer, and looked at him with a glance of such stern sift-

cerity, tliat perhaps few secrets were beyond its scope.
" I seek for Truth," said he.
*' It is precisely the most rare pursuit that has ever come

under my cognizance," replied the Intelligencer, as he
made the new inscription in his volume. ** Most men
seek to impose some cunning falsehood upon themselves
for truth. But I can lend no help to your researches.

You must achieve the miracle for yourself. At some for-

tunate moment, you may find Truth at your side—or, per-

haps, she may be mistily discerned, far in advance—or,

possibly, behind you,'*
"Not behind me," said the seeker, *'for I have left

nothing on my track without a thorough investigation.
She flits before me, passing now throug'a a naked solitude,
and now mingling with the throng of a popular assembly,
and now writing wath the pen of a French philosoither,
and now standing at the altar of an old cathedral, in the

guise of a Catholic priest, performing the liigh mass. Oh
weary search I But I must not falter ; and surely my
heart-deep quest of Truth shall avail at last."

He paused, and fixed his eyes upon the Intelligencer,
witli a depth of investigation that seemed to hold com-
merce with the inner nature of tins being;, wholly regard-
less of his external development.
"And what are you ?

"
said he. " It will not satisfy me

to point to this fantastic show of aa Intelligence Oilice,

and this mockery of business. Tell mo what is beneath

it, and what your real agency iu life, and your influence

upon mankind?"
" Yours is a mind,** answered the Man of Intelligence,

"before which the forms and fantasies that conceal the

inner idea from the multitude, vanish at once, and leave

the naked reality beneath. Know, tiien, the secret. My
agency in worldly action—my connection with the press,
and tumult, and intermingling, and development of
human affairs—is merely delusive. The desire of man's
heart does for him whatever I seem to do. I am no miu-
iater of action, but the Recording Spirit !

'*

What further secrets were then spoken, remauis a mys-
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tery; inasmuch as the roar of the city, the bustle of

human business, the outcry of the jostling masses, the rush

and tumuli of man's life, in its noisy and brief career,
arose so high that it di-owned the words of tbese two talk-

ers. And whether they stood talking in the Moon, or in

Vanity Fair, or in a city of this actual world, is more
than I can &ay.

BOGER MALVIN'S BURIAL.

Ovt: of the few incidents of Indian warfare, naturally

susceptible of the moonhght of romance, was that expedi-
tion, undertaken for the defence of the frontiers in the

year 1725, which resulted in the well-remembered *' Lov-
ell's Fight." Imagination, by casting certain circumstau-

ces judiciously into the sliade, may see much to admire in

the heroism of a httle band, who gave battle to twice their

number .in the heart of the enemy's country. The 0}x;n

bravery displayed by both parties was in accordance wi;h
civilized ideas of valor, and chivalry itselfmight not blush

to record the deeds of one or two individuals. The battle,

though so fatal to those who fought, was not unfortunate

in its consequences to the countiy ; for it broke the strength
<rf a tribe, and conduced to the peace which subsisted during
several ensuing years. History and tradition are unusually
minute in their memoiials of this affair ; and the captain
of a scouting party of frontier-men has acquired as actual

a military renown, as many a victorious leader of thou-

sands. Some of tlie incidents contained in the following

pages will be recognized, notwithstanding the substitution

of tictitious names, by su<'h as have heard, from old men's

lips, the fate of the few combatants who were in a coudi-

iioa to retreat after " Lovell's Fiuht."

The early sunbeams hovered cheerfully upon the tree-

to\is, beneath which two weary and wounded men had
stretched their limbs the night before. Their bed of with-

ered oak-leaves was strewn upon tlie small level space, at

the foot of a rock, situated near the summit of one of the

gentle swells, by which the face of the country is there

divciTiilied. Thti mass of erranite, rearin" its smooth, flat
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purface, fifteen or twenty feet above their heads, was not

unlike a gigantic grave-stone, upon which the veins seemed
to form an inscription in forgotten cliaracters. On a tract

of several acres around this rock, oaks and other hard-wood

trees had supplied the place of the pines, which were the

usual growth of the land ; and a young and vigorous sap-

ling stood close beside tlie travellers.

The sevei-e wound ofthe elder man had probably deprived
him of sleep ; for, so soon as the first ray of sunshine

rested on the top of the highest ti'ee, he reared himself

painfully from his recumbent posture and sat erect. The

deep lines of his countenance, and the scattered grey of his

hair, marked him as past the middle age; but his muscu-
lar frame would, but for the effects of his wound, have
been as capable of sustaining fatigue, as in the early vigor
of life. Languor and exhaustion now sat upon his hag-

gard features, and the despairing glance which he sent for-

ward through the depths of the forest, proved his own con-

viction that his pilgrimage was at an end. He next turned

his eyes to the companion who reclined by his side. The

youth, for he had scarcely attained the years of manhood,

lay, with his head Ujion his arm, in the embrace of an

unquiet sleep, which a thrill ofpain from his wounds seemed
each moment on the point of breaking. Ilis right hand

grasped a musket, and to judge from the violent action of

his fcaturcs, his slumbers were bringing back a vision of

the conflict of wliicli he was one of the few survivors. A
shout,—deep and loud in his dreaming fancy,—found its

way in an imperfect murmur to his lips, and, starting even

at the slight sound of his own voice, he suddenly awoke.

The first act of reviving recollection was to make anxious

inquiries respecting the condition of his wounded fellow-

traveller. The latter shook his head. •' Reuben, my boy,"
8ai(l he,

•* this rock, beneath whicli we sit, wih serve for

an old hunter's gravc-sloue. There is many and many a

long mile of howling wilderness before us yet ; nor would
it avail me anything, if the smoke of my own chimney
were but on the other side of that swell ofland. The Indian

buUet was deadlier than I tliought."
"You arc weary with our three days' travel," n^plied

the youth,
" and a little longer rest will recruit you.

Sit you here, wiiile I search the woods for the herbs and
rtx)ts, tliat must be our sustenance ; and having eaten, you
Bhall lean uu mc. and we will turn our faces homewui'd.
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I doubt not, that, with my help, you can attain to some
one of the frontier garrisons."

" There is not two days' life in me, Reuben," said the

other, calmly,
" and I will no longer burthen you with my

useless body, when you can scarcely support your own.
Your wounds are deep, and }our strength is failing fast ;

yet, if you hasten onward alone, you may be preserved.
For me there is no hoi)e ; and I will await death here."

" If it must be so, I w ill remain and watch by you,"
said Reuben, resolutely.

'
No, my son, no," rejoined his companion.

** Let the
wish of a dying man have weight with you ; give me one

jrrasp of your hand, and get you hence. Think you that

my last moments will be eased by the thought, that I leave

you to die a more lingering death? I have loved you like

a father, Reul>en, and at a time like this, I should have

something of a father's authority. I charge you to ba

gone, that I may die in peace.'*
"And because you have been a father to me, should I

therefore leave you to perish, and to lie unbnried in the
wilderness?" exclaimed the youth. "Xo; if your end
be in truth approaching, I will watch by you, and receive

your parting words, I will dig a grave here by the rock,
in which, if my weakness overcome me, we will rest

together ; or, if Heaven gives me strength, I A\-ill seek xny
way home.'*

" In the cities, and wherevermen dwell,** replied the other,
"
they bury their dead in the earth ; they hide them from the

sight of the living; but here, where no step may pass, per.

haps for a hundred years, wherefore should I not rest

beneath the open sky, covered only by the oak-leaves,
when the autumn winds shall strew them ? And for a
monument, here is this grey rock, on which my dying
lumd shall carve the name of Roger Malvin ; and the trav-

eller in days to come will know, that here sleeps a hunter
and a warrior. Tarry not, then, for a folly like this, but

hasten away, if not for your own sake, for hers who will

else be desolate.'*

INIalvin spoke the last few words in a faltering voice,
and their effect upon his companion was strongly visible.

They reminded him that there were other, and less ques-
tionable duties, than that of sharing the fate of a man
whom his death could not benefit. Nor can it be affirmed

that no selfish feeling: strove to enter Reuben's heart.
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though the consciousness made him more earnestly re^
liis companion's entreaties.

"How terrible, to wait the slow approach of death in

this solitude}" exclaimed he. "A brave man does imjt

shrink in the battle, and, when friends stand round the bed,
even women may die composedly ;

but here
"—

*'I shall not shrink, even here, Reuben Bourne," inter-

rupted Malvin :
" 1 am a nitui of no weak heart ; and, if I

•were, there is a surer support than that of earthly frienas.

You are young-, and i;f(3 is dear to you. Your I&dt
'

moments will need comfort far more than mine ; and
when you liave laid me in the earth, and are alone, and

right is settling on the forest, you will feel all the bit-

terness of the death that may now be escaped. But I wiil

urge no selfish motive to your generous nature. Leave rae

for my sake ; that, having said a prayer for your safety, I

may have space to settle my account, undisturbed by
Worldly sorrows.**

" And your daughter ! How shall I dare to meet her

eye !
" exclaimed Reuben. «' She will ask the fate of he^

flxthcr, whose life I vowed to defend with my own. Must
I tell her, that ho travelled tliree days' march with me froiu

the field of batllc, and that then I Lft lam to perish in tha

wilderness? "Wore it not better to li3 down and die by
your side, than to return safe, and say this to Dorcas.'"'

" Tell my daughter," said Roger Malvin,
"
that, though

yourself soi-o wounded, and weak, and weaiy, you led inj

tottering footsteps many a mile, and left me only at my
earnest entreaty, because I would not have your blood upon
my soul. Tell her, tliat through pain and diinger you
were faithful, and that, if your lii'e-blood could have saved

me, it would have flowed to its last drop. And tell her,
lliat you will be something dearer than a father, and that

my blessing is with you both, and tliat my dying eyes can

see a long and pleasant path, in which you will journey
together."
As ^lalvin spoke, lie almost raised himself from the

protmd, and the energy of his coniduding Avords seemed to

fill the wild and lonely forest with a vision of hap|)iness.
But when he sank exliausted upon his bed of oak-leaves,
tiie light, which liad kindled in Reuben's eye, was quenched.
He felt as if it were both sin and folly to think of hap|ii-

Hess at such a moaiuuti Ilia tuiupuidou watched bis chjuig*
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Ing countenance, and sought, with generoos art, to wile

liim to liis own goo<l.

'•Perhaps I deceive myself in regard to the time I have
to live," he resumed. " It may be, that, with g|"'.»<ly

assistance, I might recover of my wound. The foi in. r

fugitives must, ere this, have carried tidings of our fatal

battle to the frontiers, and parties will be out to succor

those in like condition with ourselves. Should you meet
one of these, and guide them hither, who can tell but that

I may sit by my own fireside again ?
"

A mournful smile strayed across the features of the

dying man, as he insinuated that unfounded hope; which,

however, v.oa not without its effect on Reuben. Xo
merely selfish motive, nor even the desolate condition of

Dorcas, could have induced Ir.m to desert his companion,
at such a moment. But his wishes seized upon the

thought, that Malviu's life might be preserved, and his

sanguine nature heightened, almost to certainty, tlie remote

possibility of procuring human aid.

"Surely there is reason, weighty reason, to hope that

friends are not far distant ;

" h3 said, half aloud. *' There
fled one coward, unwoundcd, ia the beginning of the fight,
and most probably he made good speed. Every true man
on the frontier would shoulder his musket, at the news;
and though no party'may rang3 so far into the woods aa

this, I shall perhaps encounter them in one day's march.
Counsel me fiiitlifully," he added, turning to Malvin, in
distrust of his own motives. " Were your situation mine,
would you desert me while Kfe remained?"

" It is now twenty years," replied Roger Mahnn, sigh-
ing, liowever, as he secretly acknowledged the wide dissi-

mihirity between the two cases,—"it is now twenty years,
since I escaped, with one dear friend, from Indian captivity,
near ^lontreal. "NVe journeyed many days through the
woods, till at length, overcome wth hunger and weariness,

my friend lay down, and besought me to leave h!m; for

he knew that, if I remaine<l, we both must perish. And,
with but little hope of obtaining succor, I heaped a pillow
of dry leaves beneatli Lis heail, and hastened on."

" And did you return in time to snve him ?
** asked

Reuben, hanging on Malvin's words, as if they were to bo

prophetic of his own success.
*' I did," answered the other,

" I came upon the camp
of a hunting-party, before sunset of the same day. I

17
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guided tliera to tlie spot where my comrade was expecting
death ; and he is now a hale and hearty man, upon his own

farm, far within the frontiers, while I lie wounded here, in

the depths o'i. the wilderness."

This example, powerful in effecting Keuben's decision,

was aided, unconsciously to himself, by the hidden strength
of many another motive. Roger Malvin perceived that

the victory w^as neaily won.
" Now go, my son, and Heaven prosper you !

" he said.
" Turn not back with your friends, when you meet them,
lest your wounds and weariness overcome you ; but send

hitherward two or three, that may be spared, to search for

me. And believe me, Reuben, my heart will be lighter
with every step you take towards home." Yet there waa

perhaps a change, both in his countenance and voice, as he

spoke thus ; for, after all, it was a ghastly fate, to be left

expiring in tlie wilderness.

Reuben Bourne, but half convinced that he was acting

rightly, at length raised himself from the ground, and pre-

pared for his departure. And first, though contrary to

INIalvin's wishes, he collected a stock of roots and herbs,
which had been their only food during the last two days.
This useless supply he placed within reach of tlie dying
man, for whom, also, he swept together a fresh bed of dry
oak-leaves. Then climbing to the summit of the rock,
which on one side was rough and broken, he bent the oak-

sapling downward, and bound his handkerchief to the top-
most branch. This precaution was not unnecessary, to

direct any who might come in search of Malvin ; for

every i)art of the rock, except its broad smooth front, was

concealed, at a little distance, by the dense undergrowth
of the forest. The handkerchief had been the bandage of

a wound upon Reuben's arm ; and, as he bound it to the

tree, he vowed, by the blood that stained it, that he would

return, cither to save his companion's life, or to lay his

body in the grave. He then descended, and stood, with

downcast eyes, to receive Roger Malvin's parting words.

The experience of the latter suggested much and minute

advice, respecting the youth's journey througli the track-

less forest. T^pon tliis subject he spoke with calm earn-

estness, as if he were sending Reuben to the battle or the

chase, while he himself remained secure at home; and
not as if the human countenance that was about to leave
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him, were the last he would ever hehold. But liis firm-

ness was shaken before he concluded.

"Carrj' my blessmg to Dorcas, and say that my last

prayer sliall be for her and you. Bid her to have no hard

tliouglits because you lefl me here"—Reuben's heart

smote him—'• for that your life would not have weighed
with you, if its sacrifice could have done me good. She
will marry you, after she has mourned a little while for

her father ; and Heaven grant you long and happy days !

and may your children's cliildren stand ix>und your death-

bed 1 And, Reuben," added he, as the weakness of nicir

tality made its way at last,
*'
return, when your wounds

are healed and your weariness refreshed, return to this

wild rock, and lay my bones in the grave, and say a prayer
over them."

An almost superstitious regard, arising perhaps from the

customs of the Indians, whose war was with the dead, as

well as tlie living, was paid by the frontier inhabitants to

the rites of sepulture ; and there are many instances of the

sacrifice of life, in the attempt to bury those who had
fallen by the " sword of the wilderness." Reuben there-

fore, felt the full im|X)rtance of the promise, which he
most solemnly made, to return, and perform Roger
Malvin's obsequies. It was remarkable, that the latter,

speaking his whole heart in his parting vrords, no longer
endeavored to persuade the youth, that even the speediest
succor might avail to the preservation of his life. Reuben
was internally convinced that he should see Malvin's liv-

ing fjice no more. His generous nature would fain have

delayed him, at whatever risk, till the dying scene were

past ; but the desire of existence and the hope of happi-
ness had strengthened in his heart, and he was unable to

resist them.
" It is enough," said Roger Malvin, having listened to

Reuben's promise.
" Go, and God speed you !

"

The youth pressed his hand in silence, turned, and was

departing. His slow and faltering steps, however, had
borne him but a little way, before Malvin's voice recalled

him.

"Reuben, Reuben,** said he, faintly; and Reuben
returned and knelt down by the dying man.

*' Riiise me, and let me lean against the rock,*' was his

last request.
*' My face will be turned towards home, and
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I shall see you a moment longer, as you pass among the

trees.'*

Reuben, having made the desired alteration in his com-

panion's postui-e, apjain began his solitary pilgrimage. He
valked more hastily at first than was consistent with his

strength ; for a sort of guilty feeling, which sometimes

torments men in their most justifiable acts, caused him to

Beck concealment from Malvin's eyes. But, after he had

trodden far upon the rustling forest-leaves, he crept back,

impelled by a wild and painful curiosity, and, sheltered by
the earthy roots of an uptorn tree, gazed earnestly at the

desolate man. The morning sim was unclouded, and the

trees and ehi-ubs imbibed the sweet air of the month of

May ; yet there seemed a gloom on Nature's face, as if

she sympathized with mortal pain and sorrow. Roger
Malvin's hands were uplifted in a fervent prayer, some of

the words of which stole through the stillness of the

woods, and entered Reuben's heart, torturing it with an

unutterable pang. They were the broken accents cf a

petition for his own happiness and that of Dorcas ; and,
as the youth listened, conscience, something in its simili-

tude, pleaded strongly with him to return, and lie down

again by the rock. He felt how hard was the doom of the

kind and generous being whom he had deserted in his

extremity. Death would come, like the slow approach of

a corpse, stealing gradually towards him through the for-

est, and showing its ghastly and motionless features from
behind a nearer, and yet a nearer tree. But such nuist

have been Reuben's own fate, had he tarried another sim-

ect ; and who shall impute blame to him, if he shrink

from so useless a sacrifice? As he gave a parting look, a
breeze waved the little banner upon the sapling-oak, and
reminded Reuben of his vow.

Many circumstances contributed to retard the wounded
traveller in his way to the fi-ontiers. On the second day,
the clotids, gathering densely over the sky, precluded the

possibility of regulating his course by the position of the

Bun; and he knew not but that every effort of his almost
exhausted strength was removing him farther from the

home he sought. His scanty sustenance was supplied by
the berries and other sjmntaneous products of the forest-

Herds of deer, it is true, Bumetimes bounded past him, m:d

J
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partridges frequently whirred up before liis f(X)t-steps; but
his auimunitiou had been expended in the iight, and ae
had no means of slaying them. Ilis wounds, irritated by
the constant exertion in which lay the only hope of life,
wore away his strength, and at intervals confused his rejv

son. But, even in the wanderings of intellect, Reu.
aea's young heart clung sti-ongly to existence, and it was
only through absolute inca{)acity of motion, that he at last

diUik down beneath a tree, compelled there to awjut death.
In this situation he was discovered by a party, who,

upon the fii-st intelligence of the fight, had been despatched
to the relief of the survivors. They conveyed him to the
nearest settlement, which chanced to be that of his cm
residence.

Dorcas, in the simplicity of the olden time, watched by
the bed-side of her wounded lover, and administered all

those comforts that are in the sole gift of woman's heart

and hand. During several days, Reuben's recollection

strayed drowsily among the perils and hardships through
which he had passed, and he was incapable of returning
definite answers to the inquiries, with which many wei-e

eag!?r to harass him. Ko authentic particulara of the

battle had yet been circulated; nor could mothers, wives,
and cliildren tell, whether their loved ones were detained

by captivity, or by the stronger chain of deatli. Dorcas
nourished her apprehensions in silence, till one afternoon,
when Reuben awoke fi-om an unquiet sleep, and seemed to

recognize her more perfectly than at any previous time.

She saw that his intellect had become comix)sed, and she

could no longer restrain her filial anxiety.
" My father, Reuben ?

" she began ; but the change in

her lover's countenance made her pause.
The youth shrank, as if with a bitter pain, and the blood

gushed vividly into his wan and hollow cheeks. His first

impulse was to cover his faje ; but, apparently with a des-

perate effort, he half raised himself, and spoke vehemently,

defending himself against an imaginaiy accusation.
'- Your father was sore wounded in the battle, Dorcas,

and he bade me not burthen myself with him, but only to

lead him to the lake-side, that he might quench his thirst

and die. But I would not desert the old man in his

extremity, and, though bleeding myself, I supported him;
I gave him half my strength, and led him away with me.

For three daj5 »e jourricycd on together, aad your failiQjr
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was sustained beyond my hopes ; but, awaking at sunrise

on the tburtli day, I found him faint and exhausted,—he

was unable to proceed,
—his life had ebbed away fast,—

and"—
"He died!" exclaimed Dorcas, faintly,
Reuben felt it impossible to acknowledge that his selfish

love of life had hurried him away, before her father's fate

was decided. He spoke not ; he only bowed his head ; and,
between shame and exhaustion, sank back and hid his face

ill the pillow. Dorcas wept, when her fears were thus
'

confirmed ; but the sliock, as it had been long anticipated,
was on that account the less violent.

"You dug a grave for my poor father in the wilderness,
Reuben?" was the question by which her filial piety man-
ifested itself.

*']My hands were weak, but I did what I could," replied
the youth in a smothered tone. " There stands a noble

tomb-stone above his head, and I would to Heaven I slept
as soundly as he !

"

Dorcas, perceiving the wJldness of Ins latter words,

inquired no farther at that time ; but her heart found ease

in the thought, that Roger Malvin had not lacked such

funeral rites as it was possible to bestow. The tale of

Reuben's courage and fidelity lost nothhig when she com-
municated it to licr friends; and the poor youth, tottering
from his sick chamber to bi'cathe the sunny air, experi-
enced from every tongue tlie miserable and humiliating
torture of unmerited praise. All acknowledged tiiat lie

might worthily demand the hand of the fair maiden, to

whose father he had been "faithful unto deatii;" and, as

my tale is not of love, it shall suffice to say, tliat, in the

space of two yoai's, Reuben became the husband of Dorcas

jVlalvin. During the marriage ceremony the bride was
covered with blushes, but the bridegroom's face was pale.

'J'lierc was now in the breast of Reuben Bourne an
incommunicable thought; something which he was to con-

ceal most heedfully from her whom he most loved and

trusted. He regretted, deeply and bitterly, the moral
cowardice that liad restrained his words, when he was
about to disclose the truth to Dorcas ; but pride, the fear

of losing her aiFection, the dread of universal scorn, fbrbado

him to rectify this falsehood. He felt, that, for leaving

Roger INIalvin, he deserved no censure. His presence, the

gratuituus
sacrilice of Uia ttW« Uf(?7 wpuld huve added oul^
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another, and a needless agony, to the last moments of the

dying man. But concealment had imparted to a justifiable

act, much of the secret effect of guilt ; and Reuben, while

reason told him that he had done right, experienced, in no
small degree, the mental horrors, which punish the perpe-
trator of undiscovered crime. By a certain association of

ideas, he at times almost imagined himself a murderer.

For years, also, a thought would occasionally recur, which,

though he perceived all its folly aud extravagance, he had
not jjower to banish from his mind ; it was a haunting and

torturing fancy, that his father-in -l-iw was yet sitting at

the foot of the rock, on the withered forest-leaves, aUve,
and awaiting his pledged assistance. These mental decep-
tions, however, came and went, nor did he ever mistake

them for realities ; but in the calmest and clearest moods
of his mind, he was conscious that he had a deep vow
unredeemed, and that an unburied corpse was calling to

him out of the wilderness. Yet such was the consequence
of his prevarication that he could not obey the calL It

was now too late to require the assistance of Roger Jlal-

vin's friends, in pei-forming his long deferred sepulture;
and superstitious fears, of which none were more suscep-
tible than the people of the outward settlements, forbade

Reuben to go alone. Neither did he know vrhere, in the

pathless and illimitable forest, to seek that smooth and

lettered rock, at the base of which the body lay ; his re-

membrance of every portion of his travel thence was indis-

tinct, and the latter part had left no impression upon his

mind. There was, however, a continual impulse, a voice

audible only to himself, commanding him to go forth and
redeem his vow; and he had a strange impression that,

were he to make the trial, he would be led straight to

Malvin's bones. But, year after year, that summons,
unheard but felt, was disobeyed. His one secret thought
became like a chain, binding down his spirit, and, like a

serpent, gnawing into liis heart; and he was transformed

into a sad and dowi cast, yet irritable man.
In the course of a few years after their marriage,

changes began to be visible in the external prosperity of

Reuben and Dorcas. The only riches of the former had
been his stout heart and strong arm ; but the latter, her

father's sole heiress, had made her husband master of a

farm, under older cultivation, larger, and better stocked

than most of the frontier establishments. Reuben Bouruei
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however, was a neglectful husbandman ; and while the

lands of the other setti(3rs became annuidly more fruitful,

his deteriorated in the same proportion. The discourage-
ments to agriculture were grcatly lessened by the cessation

of Indian war, during which men held the plough in one

band, and the musket in the other; and were fortunate if

the products of tlieir dangerous labor were not destroyed,
either in the field or in the barn, by the savage enemy.
But Reuben did not profit by the aUered condition of the

country ; nor can it be denied, that his intervals of indus-

trious attention to his affairs were but scantily rewarded
with success. The irritability, by which he had recently
become distinguished, was another cause of his declining

prosperity, as it occasioned frequent quarrels, in his una-
voidable intercourse with the neighboring settlers. The
results of tliese were innumerable lawsuits; for the people
of New England, in the earliest stages and wildest circum-

stances of the country, adopted, whenever attainable, the

legal mode of deciding their differences. To be brief, the
world did not go well with Reuben Bourne, and, though
not till many years after his marriage, he was finally a
ruined man, with but one remaining expedient against the

evil fate that had pursued him. He was to throw sun-

light into some deep recess of the forest, and seek sub-

sistence from the virgin bosom of the wilderness.

The only child of Reuben and Dorcas was a son, now
arrived at the age of fifteen years, beautiful in youtli, and

giving pix)mise of a glorious manhood. He was peculiarly

qualified for, and already begnn to excel in, the wild

accomplishments of frontier life. His foot was fleet, his

aim true, his apprehension quick, Iiis heart glad and high;
and all, who anticipated the return of Indian war. spoke
of Cyrus lk>urne as a future leader in the land. The boy
was loved by his father with a deep and silent strength, as

if whatever was good and happy in his own nature had
l)een transferred to his child, carrying his affections Avith

it. Even Dorc.is, though loving and beloved, was far less

dear to him ; for Reulx^n's secret thoughts and insulated

(•motions had gradually made him a selfish man ; and he
could no longer love deeply, except where he saw, or im-

agined, some reflection or likeness of his own mind. In

Cynis he recognized what he had himself been in other

days; and at intervals he seemed to part^ike of the boy's

spirit, and to be revived with a fresli and happy life. Reu-
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ben was accompanjed by his son in the expedition, for the

purpose of selecting a tract of land, and felling and burn-

ing the timber, which necessarily preceded the removal of

the household goods. Two months of autumn were thus

occupied ; after which Reuben Bourne and his young hun.

ler returned, to spend their last winter in the settlements.

It was early in the month of May, that the little family

snapped asunder whatever tendrils of affections had clung
to inanimate objects, and bade farewell to the few, who,
in the blight of fortune, had called themselves their

friends. The sadness of the parting moment had, to each

of the pilgrims, its peculiar alleviations. Reuben, a

moody man, and misanthropic because unhappy, gtroda

onward, with his usual stern brow and doAvncast eye, feel-

ing few regrets, and disdaining to acknowledge any.
Dorcas, while she wept abundantly over the broken tics

by which her simple and affectionate nature had bound
itself to eveiytliing, felt that the inhabitants of her inmost

heart moved on with her, and that all else would be Bup.

plied wherever she might go. And the boy dashed one

tear-drop from his eye, and thought of the adventurous

pleasures of the untrodden forest. Oh! Avho, in tho
enthusiasm of a day-dream, has not wished that he were a
wanderer in a world of summer wilderness, with one fair

and gentle being hanging lightly on his arm? In youth,
his free and exulting step would know no barrier but the

rolling ocean or the snow-topt mountains ; calmer man-
hood would choose a home, where Nature had strewn a
double wealth, in the vale of some transpai-ent stream ;

and when hoary age, after long, long yeai-s of that pure
life, stole on and found him there, it would find him the
father of a race, the patriarch of a people, the founder of
a mighty nation yet to be. "When death, like the sweet

sleep which we welcome after a day of happiness, came
over him, his far dc'scemlants would mourn over the xea-

erated dust Enveloped by tradition in mysterious attri-

butes, the men of future generations would call him god-
like ; and remote posterity would see him standing, dimly
glorious, far up the valley of a hundred centuries !

The tangled and gloomy forest, through which the per-

Bouages of my tale were wandering, differed widely from
the di-eamer's Land of Fantusie ; yet liiere was something
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in their way of life that Nature asserted as her own ; and
the gnawing cares, which went wilh them from the world,
were all that now obstructed their happiness. One stout

and shaggy steed, the bearer of all their wealth, did not
shrink from the added weight of Dorcas ; although her

hardy breeding sustained her, during the larger part of
each day's journey, by her husband's side. Reuben and
his son, tlieir muskets on their shoulders, and their axes

slung behind them, kept an unwearied pace, each watch-

ing with a hunter's eye for the game that supplied theii-

food. When hunger bade, they halted and prepared their

meal on the bank of some unpolluted forest-bi"Ook. which,
as they knelt down with thirsty lips to drink, murmured a
sweet unwillingness, like a maiden at love's first kiss.

They slept beneath a hut of branches, and awoke at peep
of light, refreshed for the toils of another day. Dorcas
and the boy went on joyously, and even Reuben's spirit
shone at intervals with an outward gladness ; but inwardly
there was a cold, cold sorrow, which he compared to the

snow-drifts, lying deep in the glens and hollows of the

rivulets, while the leaves were brightly green above.

Cyrus Bourne was sufficiently skilled in the travel of
the woods, to observe that his father did not adhere to the
course they had pursued in their expedition of the pre-
ceding autumn. They were now keeping farther to the

north, striking out more directly from the settlements, and
into a region, of which savage beasts and savage men
were as yet the sole possessors. The boy sometimes
hinted his opinions upon the subject, and Reuben listened

attentively, and once or twice altered the direction of
their march in accordance with his son's counsel. But

having so done, he seemed ill at ease. His quick and

wandering glances were sent forw^ard, apparently in searcli

of enemies lurking behind the tree-trunks; and seeing

notliiug there, he would ciist liis eyes backwards, as if in

feai" of some pui"siier. Cyrus, perceiving that his father

gi'adually resumed the old direction, forbore to interfere ;

nor, though something began to weigh uj)on his lieart, did

his adventurous nature permit him to regret the increjised

length and the mystery of their way.
On the afternoon of the fifth day, they halted and made

their simple encampment nearly an hour before sunset.

The face of the country, for the last few miles, had been

diversified by swells of luud, resejoiblmg huge waves of A
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petrified sea ; and in one of the corresponding hollows, a
wild and romantic spot, had the family reared their hut,
and kindled their fii-e. There is something chilling, and

yet heart-warming, in the thought of three, united by
strong bands of love, and insulated from all that breathe

beside. The dark and gloomy pines looked down U[)ou

them, and, as the wind swept through their tops, a pitying
sound was heard in the forest ; or did those old trees

groan, in fear that men were come to lay the axe to their

roots at last? Reuben and his son, while Dorcas made

ready their meal, proposed to wander out in search of

game, of which that day's march had afforded no supply.
The boy, promising not to quit the vicinity of the encamj)-
ment, bounded off witli a step as light and elastic as that

of the deer he hoped to slay; while his father, feeling a
ti-ansient happiness as he gazed after him, was about to

pursue an opposite direction. Dorcas, in the meanwhile,
had seated herself near their fire of fallen branches, upon
the moss-grown and mouldenng trunk of a tree, uprooted

yeara before. Her emplo}"ment, diversified by an occas-

ional glance at the pot, now beginning to simmer over tho

blaze, was the perusal of the current year's ]Massachusett3*

Almanac, which, with the exception of an old black-letter

Bible, compiised all the literary wealth of the family.
None pay a greater regai'd to arbitrary divisions of time,
than those Avho are excluded from society ; and Dorcaa

mentioned, as if the information were of importance, that

it was now the twclftli of May. Her husband started.

"The twelfth of May! I should remember it well,"
muttered he, while many thoughts occasioned a momentaiy
confusion in his mind. "Where am I? Whither am I

wandering? "Where did I leave him?"
Dorcas, too well accustomed to her husband's wayward

moods to note any peculiarity of demeanor, now laid aside
the Almanac, and addressed him in that mournful tone,
which the tender-hearted appropriate to griefs long cold

and dead.

"It was near this time of the month, eighteen years
ago, that my poor father left this world for a better. He
had a kind arm to hold his head, and a kind voice to cheer

him, Reuben, in liis last moments ; and the thought of the

faithful care you took of him, has comforted me many a
time since. Oli ! death would have been awful to a soli-

taiy man, in a wild place like this !
"
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"
Pniy Heaven, Dorcas," said Reuben, in a broken voice,

"pray Heaven, that neither of us three dies solitary, and
lies unburied, in this howling "wilderness I

" And he has-

tened awa}^, leaving her to watch the fire, beneath the

gloomy pines.
Reuben Bourne's rapid pace gradually slackened, as the

pang, unintentionally inflicted by tlie words of Dorcas, be-

came less acute. Many strange reflections, however,

thronged upon him; and, straying onward, ralhei- like a

slee[)-walker than a hunter, it was attributable to no care

of his own, that his devious couree kept him in the vicinity
of the encampment. His steps were imperceptibly led

fllmost in a circle, nor did he observe that he was on the

verge of a tract of land heavily timbered, but not with

pine trees. The jdace of the latter was here supplied by
oaks, and other of the harder woods ; and around their

roots clustered a dense and buslfy undergrowth, leaving,

however, barren spaces between the trees, thick-strewn

vitli withered leaves. "Whenever the rustling of the

branches, or the creaking of the trunks, made a sound, as

if the forest were waking from slumbex", Reuben instinct-

ively I'aised the musket that rested on his arm, and cast a

qui(,;k, sharp glance on every side ; but, convinced by a

partial observation that no animal was near, he would

again give himself up to his thoughts. He was musing on
the strange influence that had led him away from his pre-
uiedilated course, and so far into the depths of the wilder-

ness. Unable to penetrate to the secret phice of his

6ol:1, where his motives lay hidden, he believed that a

6U])ernatural voice had called him onward, and tliat a super-
natural i>ower had obstructed his retreat. He trusted that

it was Heaven's intent to aflbrd him an opportunity of

expiating his sin; he hoped that he might find the bones,

so long unburied ; and that, having laid the earth over

them, peace would throw its sunlight into the sepulchre of

his heart. From these thoughts he was aroused by a rust-

ling in the forest, at some distance from the spot to which

he had wandered. Perceiving t lie motion of some object,
behind a thick veil of nndergi-owth, he fired, with the

instinct of a hunter, and tlie aim of a practised marksman.
A low moan, whicli (old his success, and by which even

animals can expix-ss their dying agony, was unheeded by
Reuben Bourne. What wej-e the recollections now birak-

irg upn hiw?
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The ticket into which Reuben had fired, was near the

wunniii of a sweU of land, and was chistered around the

base of a rock, which, in the shape a'.id smoothness of one
of its surfaces, was not unlike a gigantic grave-stone. As
if reflected in a min-or, its likeness was in Reuben's mem-
ory. He even recognized the veins whicli seemed to form
un inscription in forgotten characters ; everj-thing remained
the same, except that a thiok covert of bushes shi-ouded the

lower part of the rock, and would have hidden Roger Alal-

vin, had he still been sitting there. Yet, in ti:e next

moment, Reulx'n's eye was caught by aiwther change, tliat

time had eficcted, since he last stood, where he was now
standing again, behind the earthy roots of the uptom tree.

The sapling, to wliieh he had bound the blood-stained sym-
bol' of his vow, had increased and strengthened into an
oak, far indeed from its maturity, but with no mean spread
of shadowy branches. There was one singularity observ-

able in this tree, which made Reuben tremble. The mid-
dle and lower branches were in luxuriant life, and on excess

of vegetation Irad fringed the trunk, almost to the ground ;

but a blight had apparently stricken the upper part of tho

oak, and the very topmost bough was withered, sapless,
and utterly dead. Reuben remembered how the little ban-
ner had fluttereil on that topmost bough, when it was green
and lovely, eighteen years before. T»'hose guilt had blasted

if?

I>orcas, after the departure of the two hunters, continned
her preparations for their evening repast. Her sylvan
table was the moss^covered trunk of a lai-ge fallen tix-e, on
the broadest part of which she had spi-ead a snow-white

cloth, and arranged what were left of the bright pewter
vessels that had been her pride in the settlements. It had
a strange aspect—that one little spot of homely comfort, in

the desolate heajt of Natui-e. The sunshine yet lingereil

uj>on the higher branches of the ti-ees that grew on rising

jrit)und ; but the shadows of evening had deepened into the

hoUow, where the encampment was made ; and the fire-

liglit began to redden as it gleamed up the tall trunks of
the pines, orhovei-ed on the dense and obscure mass of foli-

age that circled i-ound the spot. The heart of Dorcas was
not sad ; for she felt it was better to journey in the wilder-

ness, with two whom she loved, tliau to be a lonely wouuui
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in a crowd that cared not for her. As she busied hereelf

in an-anging seats of mouldering wood, covered with leaves,
for Reuben and her son, her voice danced through the

gloomy forest, in the measure of a song that she had
learned in youth. The rude melody, the production of a
bard who won no name, was descriptive of a winter even-

ing in a frontier cottage, when, secureJ fi-om savage inroad

by the high-piled snow-drifts, the family rejoiced by their

own fire-side. The whole song possessed that nameless

charm, peculiar to unborrowed tliought ; but four continu-

ally-recurring lines shone out ft-om the rest, like the blaze

of the hearth whose joys they celebrated. Into them,
working magic with a few simple words, the poet had
instilled the very essence of domestic love and household

happiness, and they were poetry and picture joined in one.

As Dorcas sang, the walls of her forsaken home seemed
to encircle her ; she no longer saw the gloomy pines ; nor
heard the wind, which still, as she began each verse, sent

a heavy breath through the branches, and died away in a
hollow moan, from the burthen of the song. She was
aroused by the report of a gun, in the vicinity of the en-

campment ; and either the sudden sound, or her loneliness

by the glowing fire, caused her to tremble violently. The
next moment, she laughed in the pride of a motlier's heart.

" My beautiful young hunter ! my boy has slain a deer !

"

she exclaimed, i-ecoUecting that, in the direction whence the

shot proceeded, Cyrus had gone to the chase.

She waited a reasonable time, to hear her son's light step

bounding over the rustling leaves, to tell of his success.

liut he did not immediately appear, and she sent her cheer-

ful voice among the trees in search of him.
"
Cyrus ! Cyrus 1

"

Ilis coming was still delayed, and she determined, as the

report of the gun had apparently been very near, to seek

for him in person. Iler assistance, also, might be neces-

sary in bringing home the venison, which she fiattered her-

self he had obtained. She therefore set forward, directing
her steps by the long-past sound, and singing as she went,
in order that the boy might be aware of her appmach, and
run to meet her. From behind the trunk of every tree,

and from every liiding place in the thick foliage of the

undergrowth, she hoped to discover the countenance of her

eon, laughing with the sportive miscliief that is born of

ofiTection. The sun was now beneath the horizon, and iho
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light that came down among the trees was sufficiently
dim to create many illusions in her expecting fancy. Sev-
eral times she seemed indistinctly to see his face gazing
out from among the leaves; and once she imagined that

he stood beckoning to her, at the base of a craggy rock.

Keeping her eyes on tliis object, however, it proved to

be no more tlian the trunk of an oak, fringed to the very
around with little branches, one of which, thrust out fur-

ther than the rest, was shaken by the breeze. Making
her way round the foot of the rock, she suddenly found
herself close io her husband, who had approached in

another direction. Leaning upon the butt of his gun, the

muzzle of which rested upon the withered leaves, he was

apparently absorbed in the contemplation of some obje«.t

at his feet.

" How is this, Reuben ? Have you slain the deer, and
fallen asleep over him?** exclaimed Dorcas, laughing

cheei-fully, on her first slight observation of hi3ix)sture and

appearance.
He stirred not, neither did he turn his eyes towards her ;

and a cold, shuddering fear, indefinite in its source and

ohject, began to creep into her blood. She now perceived
that her Imsband's face was ghastly pale, and his features

were rigid, as if incapable of assuming any other expres-
sion than the stix)ng desimir which had hardened upon
them. He gave not the slightest evidence that he was
aware of her approach.

" For the love of Heaven, Heuben, speak to me !
**

cried

Dorcas, and the strange sound of her own voice affrighted
her even more than the dead silence.

Her husband started, stared into her face; drew her
to tlie froat of the rock, and pointed with his finger.

Oil ! there lay the boy, asleep, but dreamless, upon the
fallen forest-leaves! his cheek rested upon his arm, his
curled locks were thrown back from his brow, his limbs
were slightly relaxed. Had a sudden weariness overcome
tlie youthful hunter? Would his mother's voice arouse
him? She knew that it was death.

" This broad rock is the gi-ave-stone of your near kindred,
Dorcas," said her husband. " Your tears will fall at once
over your father and your son."

She heard him not. With one wild shriek tliat seemed
to force its way fi-om the sufferer's inmost soul, she sank

inssusjbli b^ the side of her de^d bo^. A\ that woweot
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the withered topmost bow of the oak loosened itself jn the

stilly air, and fell in soft, light- fragments upon the rock,

upon the leaves, upon Reuben, upon his wife and child,

liiid upon Roger Malvin's bones. Then Reuben's heart

was stricken, and the tears gushed out like water from a
rock. The vow that the wounded youth had made, the

blighted man had come to redeem. His sin was expiated,
the curse was gone from him; and in the hour when he
liad shed blood dearer to him than his own, a prayer, the

first for yeai-3, went up to Heaven from the lips of Reuben
liuurue.

P.'S CORRESPONDENCE.

IMr unfortunate friend P. has lost the thread of his life

by the interposilion of long intervals of partially disor-

dered reason. The past and present are jumbled together
in his mind, in a manner often productive of curious results ;

and which will be better understood after the perusal of

the following letter, than from any description that I could

give. The poor fellow, without once stirring from the lit-

tle wliite-washed, u'on-grated room, to which he alludes in

liis first paragraph, is nevertheless a great traveller, and

meets, in his wanderings, a variety of personages, who have

long ceased to be visible to any eye save his own. In my
opinion, all this is not so much a delusion as a partly wilful

and partly involuntary sport of the imagination, to which

his disease has imparted such morbid energy that he

beholds these spectral scenes and characters with no less

distinctness than a play upon thestiige, and with somewhat
more of illusivo cretlencc. IMany of his letters are in my
possession, some based ujon the same vagary as the pres-

ent one, and others upon hypotheses not a whit short of it

in absurdity. The whole form a series of correspondence,

wln'ch, should fate seasor^ably remove my poor friend from

what is to liim a world of moonshine, 1 promise myself a

pious pleasure in editing for tlie i)ublic eye. P. had always
a liankering after literary repntntion, and has made
more tlum one unsuccessful effort to achieve it. It would

not be a little odd, if, after missing his object while seek-

ing it by the light of reason, he should prove to have

stumbled \ti)on it in his misty excursions beyond the limr

its of sajiitv.
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London, Fehraary 2i>, 1845.

My dear friend :

Old associations cling to the mind with astonishing ten-

acity. Daily custom grows^up about us like a stone-wall,
and consolidates itself into almost as material an entity as

mankind's strongest architecture. It is sometimes a ser-

ious question with me, whether ideas be not really visible

and tangible, and endowed with all the other quialities of

matter. Sitting as I do, at thia moment, in my hired

apar'ment, \mting beside the hearth, over which hangs a

print of Queen Victoria—listening to the muffled roar of
the world's metropolis, and with a window at but five paces
distant, through which, whenever I please, I can gaze out
on actual Loudon—with all this ix)sitive certainty as to

my whereabouts, what kind of notion, do you think, 13

just now perplexing my brain? Why—would you believe

it ?—that, all this time, I am still an inhabitant of that

weai-isome little chamber,— that white-washed little cham-

ber,—that little chamber with its one small window, across

which, from some inscrutable reason of taste or conven-

ience, my landlord had placed a ix)W of iron bars—that

same little chamber, in short, whither your kindness has
so often brought you to visit me! TTill no length of

time, or breadth of space, enfranchise me from that

unlovely abode? I travel, but it seems to be like the

snail, with my house upon my head. Ah, well ! I am
verging, I suppose, on that period of life when present
scenes and events make but feeble impressions, in compar-
ison with those of yore ; so that I must reconcile myself
to be more and more the prisoner of memory, w!io merely
lets me hop about a little, with her chain around my leg.

My letters of introduction have been of the utmost ser-

vice, enabling me to make the acquaintance of several dis-

tinguished characters, who, until now, have seemed as re-

mote from the sphere of my personal intercourse as the
wits of Queen Anne's time, or Ben Jonson's compotatoi-s
at the Mermaid. One of the first of which I availed my-
self, was the letter to Lord Byron. I found his lordsliip

looking much older than I had anticipated; although—.

considering his former irregularities of life, and the var-

ious wear and tear of his constitution—not older than a
man on the verge of sixty reasonably may look. But I

had mvested his earthly frame, in my imagination, with
the poet's spiritual immortality. He weai*s a brown wig,

18
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very luxuriantly curled, and extending down over his

forehead. The expression of his eyes is concealed by spec-
taxiles. His early tendency to obesity liaving increased,
Lord Byron is now enormously fat; so fat as to give the

impression of a person quite overladen with his own flesh,

and without sufficient vigor to diffuse his personal life

through the great mass of corporeal substance, which

weiglis upon him so cruelly. You gaze at the mortal

heap ; and, while it fills your eye with what purports to be

Byron, you murmur within yourself
—" For Heaven's sake,

where is he ?
" Were I disposed to be caustic, I might

» consider this mass of earthly matter as the symbol, in a
• material shape, of those evil habits and carnal vices which

imspiritualize man's nature, and clog up his avenues of com-
munication with the better life. But this would be too

hai-sh ; and besides, Loixl Byron's morals have been im-

proving, while his outward man had swollen to such uncon-

Bcionable circumference. Would that he were leaner ; for,

though he did me the honor to present his hand, yet it was
so puffed out with alien substance, that I could not feel as

if I had touched the hand that wrote Childe Harold.

On my entrance, his lordship had apologized for not ris-

ing to receive me, on the sufficient plea that the gout, for

several years past, had taken up its constant residence in

his right foot ; which, accordingly, was swathed in many
rolls of flannel, and deposited upon a cushion. The other

foot W£i3 hidden in the drapery of his chair. Do you rec-

ollect whether Byron's right or left foot was the deformed
one r

The noble poet's reconciliation with Lady Byron is

now, as you are aware, of ten years' standing ; nor does it

exhibit, I am assured, any sympton of breach or fracture.

They arc said to be, if not a happy, at least a contented,

or, at all events, a quiet couple, descending the slope of

life with that tolerable degree of mutual support, which

will enable them to come easily and comfortably to the

bottom. It is pleasant to reflect liow entirely the poet has

redeemed his youthful errors, in this particular. Her

ladyship's influence, it rejoices me to add, has been pro-
ductive of the happiest results upon Loixl Byivn in a relig-

ious point of view. He now combines the most rigid
tenets of methodism with the ultra doctrines of the Pusejr-

ites; the former being perhaps due to the convictions

wrought upon his mind by his noble consort ; '"hile the
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L'Jtter are the embroidery and picturesque illumination,

demanded by his imaginative character. Much of what-

ever expendituie his increasing habits of thrift continue to

allow him, is bestowed in the reparation or beautifying of

places of worship; and this nobleman, whose name was
once considered a synonym of the foul fiend, is now all but

canonized as a saint in many pulpits of the metropolis and
elsewhere. In politics, Loi"d Byron is an uncompix)niising

conservative, and loses no opportunity, whether in the

House of Lords or in private circles, of denouncing and

repudiating the mischievous and anarchical notions of his

earlier day. Nor does he fail to visit similar sins, in other

people, with the sincerest vengeance which his somewhat
blunted jien is capable of inflicting. Southey and heare
on the most intimate terms. You are aware tl'.at some
little time before the death of ^loore, Byron caused that

brilliant but reprehensible man to be ejected from his house,

Moore took the insult so much to heart, that it is said to

have been one great cause of the fit of illness which brought
him to the grave. Others pretend that the Lyrist died in

a very happy state of mind, singing one of his own sacred

melodies, and expressing his belief that it would be heard
within the gate of Paradise, and gain him instant and hon-

orable admittance. I wish he may have found it so.

I failed not, as you may sr.j^pose, in the course of coa-

Tersatioa with Lord Byron, to pay the meed of homage
due to a mighty poet, by allusions to passages ia ChUde
Harold, and Manfred, and Don Juan, which have made so

large a |X)rtion of the music of my life. 5Iy words,
whether apt or othcnvise, were at least warm witli the en-

thusiasm of one worthy to discourse of immortal poesy.
It was evident, however, that they did not go precisely to

the right s[)oL I could perceive that there was some mis-

tiike or other, and w:i3 not a little angry with mysc'.f, and
ashamed of my abortive attempt to throw back, froia my
own heart to the gifted author's ear, the echo cf thoso
strains that liave resounded throughout the world. But,

by and by, the secret peeped quietly out. Byron—I have
the information from his own lips, so that you need not
hesitate to repeat it in literary circles—Byron is prepar-
ing a new edition of his complete works, carefully cor-

rected, expurgated and amended, in accordance with his

j)resent creed of taste, morals, politics and religion. It so

Iiappencd, that the very passages of highest inspirationi to
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which I hud alluded, were among the condemned and

rejected rubbish, whiclx it is his purpose to cast into the

gulf of oblivion. To whisper you the truth, it appears to

me that his passions having burnt out, the extinction of
their vivid and riotous Ihimes has deprived Lord Byron
of the illumination by which he not merely wrote, but was
enabled to feel and comprehend what he had Written.

Positively, he no longer understands his own poetry.
Til is beciune very apparent on his favoring me so far as

to read a few speciuiens of Don Juan in the moralized
vei-siou. AVhatever is licentious—whatever disrespectful
to the sacred mysteiies of our faith—whatever morbidly
melancholic, or splenetically sportive—whatever assails

settled constitutions of government, or systems of society
—

whatever coald wound the sensibility of any mortal, except
a pagan, a republican, or a dissenter—has been unrelent-

ingly blotted out, and its place supplied by unexceptiona-
ble verses, in his lordship's later style. You may judge
how much of the poem remains as hitlierto published.
The result is not so good as might be wished ; in plain

terms, it is a very sad affair indeed ; for though tlie

torches kindled in Tophet have been extinguished, they
leave an abominably ill odor, and are succeeded by no

glimpses of hallowed fire. It is to be hoped, nevertheless,
that this attemi)t, on Lord Byron's part, to atone for

his youthful errors, will at length induce the Dean of

Westminster, or whatever churchman is concerned, to

allow Thorwaldsen's statue of the jjoet its due niche in the

grand old Abbey. His bones, you know, when brought
from Greece, were denied sepulture among those of his

tuneful brethren there.

"What a vile slip of the pen v/as that! How absurd in

me to talk about burying the bones of l>yron, whom I have

just seen alive, and encased in a big, ix>und bulk of liesh I

But, lo pay the Irulh, a prodigiously fat man always
im[)resses me .is a kind of hobgoblin; in the very extrava-

gance of his mortal system, I find something akin to the

immateriality of a ghost. And then that ridiculous old

stoiy darted into my mind, how that Byron died of fever

Sit Missolonghi, above twenty yeai-s ago. IMore and more
1 recognize that we dwell in a world of shadows; and, for

my part, I hold it hardly worth the trouble to attempt a
distiuctiou betweeu shadows in the mind and shadows out
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of it. If there be any difierence, the former are rather

the more substaulial.

Only tliink of my good fortune ! The venerable Robert
liurns—now, if I mistake not, in his eighty-sevcutli-year—happens to be making a vii-it to Loudon, as if on pur-

])ose to afFonl me an op[)ortunity of gi-a^jjing him by the

iiand. For upwards of twenty yeai-s past he has hardly
left his quiet cottage in Ayi-sliire for a single night, and
has only been drawn hither now by the i:]-csistiblc ])cr-

sua<ions of all the distinguished men in England. They
wish to celebrate the patriarch's birthday by a festival.

It will he the greatest literary triumjili on recoi-d. Pray
Heaven the lidle spiiit of I'fe within the aged board's bosom

may not be extinguished in the lustre of that hour ! I

have ali-eaily had the honor of an introduction to him, at

the British Museum, where lie v.as examining a collection

of his own unpublished lettei-s, intei-spersed Avitli songs,
which have escaped tlie notice of all his biographers.

Poll! Nonsense! "What am I tliinking of! How
should Bums have been embalmed i:i biography when he
is still a hearty old man!
The figure of the bard is tall, and in the highest degree

reverend ; nor the less so, that iC is much bent by the

hurlhen of time. His white Lair floats like a snow-drift

around his face, in Avhich are seen the fuiTows of intellect

and passion, like the channels of headlong torrents that

have foamed themselves away. The old gentleman is in

excellent pi-eservation, considering his time of life. He
has that cricketty sort of liveliness—I mean the cncket's

Jiumor of chirping for any cause or none—which is pcr-

hai)s the most favorable mood that can befall extreme old

age. Our pride forbids us to desire it for ourselves,

although Ave jw^rceive it to be a beneficence of nature in

tae case of othei-s. I was surprised to find it in Burns.
It seems as if his ardent heai-t and brilliant imagination
had lx)th burnt down to the last embers, leaving only a
little flickering flame in one corner, Avhich keeps dancing
upward and laughing all by itself. He is no longer

cjjpable of pathos. At the request of Allan Cumiingham,
he attempted to sing his own song to Mary in Heaven ;

bui It was e\-ident that the feeling of those verses, so pro-

foundly tiiie, and so simply expressed, was entirely l>eyond
the scoi>e o*' his present fsensiliilities ; and when a touch of
it did partially awaken him, the tears immediately gushed
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into Ills eyes, and liis voice broke into a, tremulous cackle.

And yet he but indistinctly knew wherefore he was weep-
ing. Ah ! he must not think again of Mary in Heaven,
until he shake off the dull impediment of time, and ascend

to meet her there.

Burns then began to repeat Tarn O'Shanter, but was so

tickled with its wit and humor—of which, howevei-, I did

suspect he hud but a traditionary sense—tliathe soon burst

into a fit of chirruping laughter, succeeded by a cough,
which brought this not very agreeable exhibition to a
close. On the whole, I would rather not have witnessed

it. It is a satisfactory idea, however, that the last forty

years of the peasant^poet's life have been passed in com-

petence and perfect comfort. Having been cured of his

bardic improvidence for many a day past, and grown as

attentive to the main chance as a canny Scotchman slioukl

be, he is now considei'cd to be quite well off, as to pecun-

iary circumstances. This, I suppose, is worth having
lived so long for.

I took occasion to inquire of some of the countrymen of

Burns in regard to the health of^irWalterScott. His

condition, I am sorry to say, remaiiis~tlie^same~as"for ten

years past ; it is that "of a hopeless paralytic, palsied not

moro in body than in those nobler attributes of which the

body is the instrument. And thus he vegetates from day
to day, and from year to year, at tliat splendid fantasy of

Abbotsford, which grew out of his brain, and became a

symbol of the great romancer's tastes, feelings, studies,

prejudices, and modes of intellect. Whether in verse,

prose, or architecture, he could achieve but one thing,

although that one in infinite variety. There mTTectnTCs;
on a couch in his library, and is said to spend whole hours

of every day in dictating tales to an amanuensis. To an

imaginary amanuensis ;
for it is not deemed worth any

one's trouble, now, to take down what Hows from tl;atonce

brilliant fancy, every image of which was formerly worth

gold, and capable of being coined. Yet, Cunningham,
who has lately seen him, assures me that there is now and
then a touch of the genius ; a striking combination of in-

cident, or a picturesque trait of character, such as no other

man alive could have iiit off; a glimmer from that ruined

mind, as if the sun had suddenly flashed on a half-rusted

helmet in the gloom of an ancient hall. But the plots of

these romances became inejitricably confused ; the cliai-ao
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the course of a stream flowing through muddj and marshj
gi'ound.

For my part, I can hardly regret that Sir "Walter Scott

had lost his cor.sciousness of outwaid things, before his

works went out of vogue. It was good that he should

forget his fame, rather than that £ame should fii*st have

forgotten him. ^^Yere he still a writer, and as brilliant a
one as ever, he could no longer maintain anything like ther-i

siime position in literatui-e. The world, now-a-days, re-

quires a more earnest purpose, a deeper moral, and a closer

and homelier truth, tl.i^.a he was qualified to supply it_J
with. J Yet who can be, to the present generation, even

what Scott has been to the past? Bulwer nauseates me;
he is the very pimple of the age's humbug. There is no

hope of the pu! i:?, bo long as he retains an admirer, a

reader, or a publisher. I had expectations from a young
man—one Dickens—^^vho published a few magazine arti-

cles, very rich in humor, and not without symptoms of

genuine patlios; but the poor fallow died, shortly after

commencing an odd series of sketches, entitled, I think,

the Pickwick Papers. Kot impossibly, t'ae world has lost

more than it drerous cf, by the imtimely death of this Mr.

Dickens.

"Whom do you think I met in Pall Mall, the other day?
You would not hit it in tea guesses. Why, no less a
man than Xapoleon Bonaparte !—or all that is now left of
him—that is to say the skin, bones, and corporeal sub-

stance, little cocked hat, green coat, white breeches and
small sword, Avhioh are still known by his redoubtable
name. He was attended only by two policemen, who
walked quietly beliiiid the phantasm of the old ex-

Emperor, appearing to have no duty in regard to him,

except to see that none of the light-fmgered gentry should

possess themselves of the star of the Legion of Honor.

Nobody, save myself, so much as turned to look after

him; nor, it giieves me to confess, could even I contrive

to muster up any tolerable interest, even by all that the

warlike spirit, formerly manifested within that now de-

crepit shape, had wrought upon our globe. There is no
surer method of annihilating the magic Influence of a

great renown, than by exhibiting the possessor of it in the

decline, the overthrow, tlie utter defrradation of his pow-
ers—buried beneath his own mortality

—and lacking even
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the qualities of sense, tliat enable the most ordinary men
to bear themselves decently in the eye of the world. This
is the state to which disease, aggravated by long endur-

ance of a tropical climate, and assisted by old age—for he
is now above seventy—has reduced Bonaparte. The
British government has acted shrewdly, in re-transporting
him from St. Helena to England. They should now
restore him to Paris, and there let him once again review
the relics of his armies. Ills eye is dull and rheumy; his

nether lip hung down upon his chin. While I was ob-

serving him, there chanced fo be a little extra bustle in

the street; and he, the brother of Ccesar and Hannibal—
the Great Captain, who had veiled the world in battle

smoke, and tracked it round with bloody footsteps
—was

seized with a nervous trembling, and claimed the protec-
tion of the two policemen by a cracked and dolorous cry.
The fellow's winked at one another, laughed aside, and

patting Napoleon on the back, took each au arm and led

him a-way.
Death and fury! Ha, villain, how came you hither?

Avaunt!—or I fiing my mkstand at your head. Tush,
tush; it is all a mistake. Pray, my dear friend, pardon
this little outbreak. The fact is, the mention of those two

policemen, and tlieir custody of , Bonaparte, had called up
the idea of that odious wretcli—you remember him well

—who waa pleased to take such gratuitous and imperti-
nent care of my person, before I quitted New Enghuid.
Forthwilh, uprose before my mind's eye that same little

whitewashed, room, with the iron-gi"ated window—strange,
that it should have been iron-grated

—where, in too easy

compliance w\th the absurd wishes of my relatives, I have

wasted several good years of my life. Positively, it

seemed to me fiat I was still sitting there, and that the

keeper—not that he ever was my keeper neither, but only
a kind of intrusive devil of a body-servant—had just

peeped in at the door. The rascal! I owe him an old

grudge, and will fnid a time to pay it yet! Fie, lie I

The mere thought of him has exceedingly discomposed me.
Even now, that hateful cliamber—that iron-grated win-

dow, which blasted tha blessed sunshine as it fell thiough
the dusty panes, and made it poison to my soul—luoka

more distinct to my view than does this, n»y comlbrta-

ble apartment in the heart of liOndon. The rc'ality
—that

which I know to be such—luuigs like remuauts of tat*
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tered scenery over the iiitolei*ably prominent illusion.

Lot us think of it no more.

You will be anxious to hear of She[ley. I need not

eay, what is known to all the world, that this celebrated

poet has, lor many years past, been reconciled to the

Church of England. In his more recent works, he has

applied his fine powers to the vindication of the Christian

faitli, with an es2)ecial view to that particular develop
ment. Latterly

—as you may not have heard—he has

taken orders, and been inducted to a small country living,
in the gift of the Lord Chancellor. Just now, luckily for

me, he has come to the metropolis to sujierintcnd the pub-
lication of a volume of discourses, treatmg of the poetico-

philosophical proofs of Christianity, on the basis of the

Thirty-nine Ai-ticlcs. On my first iutixxluction, I f^lt no
little embarrassment as to the moJe of combining what I

had to say to the author of Queen Mab, the Revolt of

Islam, and Prometheus Unbound, with such acknowledg-
ments as might be acceptable to a Christian minister, and
zealous upholder of the Established Church. But Shel-

ley soon placed me at my ease. Standing where he now
does, and reviewing all his successive productions from a

higher point, he assures me that there is a harmony, an

order, a regular procession, which enables him to lay his

hand upon any one of the earlier poems, and say,
*' This

is my work!" with precisely the same complacency of

conscience, wherewithal he contemplates the volume of
discourses above-mentioned. They are like the successive

steps of a staircase, the lowest of which, in the depth of

chaos, is as essential to the sup[X)rt of the whole, as the

higliest and fin:xl one, resting upon the threshold of the

heavens. I felt half inclined to ask him, what would
have been his fate, had he perished on the lower steps of
his staircase, instead of building his way aloft into the
celestial brightness.
How all tliis may be, I neither pretend to understand

nor greatly care, so long as Shelley has really climbed, as
it seems he has, from a lower region to a loftier one.
Without touching upon their religious merits, I consider

the productions of his maturity superior, as poems, to

tiiose of his youth. They are warmer with human love,
which has served as an interpreter between his mind and

/

(he multitude. The author has learned to dip his peaf
oftener into his heart, and has thereby avoided the iUultd I
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into whicli a too exclusive use of fancy and intellect are
wont to betray him. Formerly, bis page was often little

other than a concrete arrangement of crystallizations, or

even of icicles, as cold as they were brilliant. Now, you
take it to your heart, and are conscious of a heart-warmth

responsive to your own. In his private character, Shel-

ley can hardly have grown more gentle, kind and affec-

tionate than his friends always represented him to be, up
to that disastrous night whan he was drowned in the

Mediterranean. Nonsense, again !—sheer nonsense ! What
am I babbling about? I was thinking of that old figment
of his being lost in the Bay of Spezia, and waslied ashore

near Via Reggio, and burned to ashes on a funeral pyre,
with wine and spices and frankincense; wliile Byron
Btood on the beach, and beheld a f.ame of marvellous

beauty rise heavenward from the dead poet's heart; and
that his fire-purified relics were finally buried near his

child, in Roman earth. If all this happened three-and-

twenty years ago, how could I have met the drowned, and

burned, and buried man, here in London, only yesterday?
Before quitting the subject, I may mention that Dr.

Reginald Ileber, licretoforc Bishop of Calcutta, but

recently translated to a see in England, called on Shelly
while I was with him. They appeared to be on terms of

very cordial intimacy, and are said to have a ioint poem
in contemplation. T/hat a sti-ange, incongruous di-eam is

the life of man !

Coleridge lias at last finished his poem of Chrlstabel ;

it will be issued entire by old John Murray, in the course

of the present publishing season. The poet, I hear, is

visited with a troublesome affection of the tongue, which

has put a period, or some lesser stop, to the life-long dis-

course that lias hitherto been flowing fiom his lips. He
will not Biu'vive it above a month, unless his accumula-

tion of ideas be sluiced off in some otlier way. AVords-

worth died only a week or two ago. Heaven rest his soul,

and grant that he may not have completed the excursion !

IVIethinks I am sick of everything he wrote, except his

Laodamia. It is very sad—this inconstancy of the mind
to tlie poets whom it once worshipped. Southey is as

hale as ever, and writes with his usual diligence. Old
Gilford is still alive, in the extremity of age, and with

most pitiable decay of what little sharp and narrow intel-

lect the devil had gifted hiiu withal. One hates to allow
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Buch a man the privilege of growing old and infirm. It

takes away our speculative license of kicking liim.

Keats? No; I have not seen him, except across a
crowded street, with coaches, drays, horsemen, cabs, omni-

buses, foot-passengers, and divei-s other sensual obstruc-

tions, intervening betwixt his smaJl and slender figure and

my eager glance. I would fain have met him on the sea.-

shore—or beneath a natural arch of forest trees—or the

Gothic arch of an old cathedral—or among Grecian ruins

—or at a glimmering fireside on the verge of evening—or

at the twilight entrance of a cr.ve, into the dreamy depths
of which he would have led me by the hand; anywhere,
in short, save at Temple Bar, where his presence was
blotted out by the porter-swollen bulks of these gross

Englishmen. I stood and watched him, fading away,
fading away along the pavement, and could haixlly tell

whether he were an actual man, or a thought that had

flipped out of my own mind, and clothed itself in humaa
form and haljiliments, merely to beguile me. At ona
moment he put his handkerchief to his lii^s, and withdrew

it, I am almost certain, stained with blood. You never
saw anything so fragile as his person. The truth is, Keat3^

has all his life felt the efiects of that terrible bleeding at
j

the lungs, caused by the article on his Endyinion, in tha/

Quarterly Re\-iew, and which so nearly brought him to

the grave. Ever since, he has glided about the world
like a ghost, sighing a melancholy tone in the ear of here

and there a friend, but never sending forth his voice ta

greet the multitude. I car; hardly think him a great

poet. The burthen of a mighty genius would not have
been imposed upon slioulders so physically frail, and a

epnit so infirmly sensitive. Great poets should have iroa

sinnvs.

Yet Keats, though for so many years he has given noth-

ing to the world, is understood to have devoted himself to

the composition of an epic jxiem. Some passages of it

have been communicatetl to the inner circle of his admir-

ers, and impressed them as the loftiest strains thai have
been audible on earth since Milton's days. If I can obtain

copies of these specimens, I will ask you to present them
to James Russell Lowell, who seems to be one of the

poet's most fervent and worthiest worshippei-s. The infor-

mation took me by surprise. I had supposed that all

Keut's poetic incense, withont being embodied in humaa
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language, flo.ite<l up to heaven, and mingled with the

songs of the immortal choristers, \\ bo perhaps were con-

scious of an unknown voice among them, and thought
tlieir melody the sweeter for it. But it is not so ; lie lias

positively written a poem on the subject of Paradise

Regained, though in another sense than that which pre-
stMited itself to the mind of Milton. In compliance, it

may be imagined, with the dogma of those who pretend
that all epic possibilities, in the [)ast history of the world,
are exhausted, Keats has thrown his poem forward into an

indefinitely remote futurity. He pictures mankind amid
the closing circumstances of the time-long waifare between
Good and Evil. Our race is on the eve of its final tri«

umph. Man is within the last stride of perfection ;

Woman, redeemed from the thraldom against which our

Sybil uplifts so powerful and so sad a remonstrance, stands

equal by his side, or communes for herself with angels;
the Earth, sympathizing with her children's happier state,

has clothed hei-self in such luxuriant and loving beauty as

no eye ever witnessed since our first parents saw the sun-

rise over dewy Eden. Nor then, indeed ; for this is the

fulfilment of what was then but a golden promise. But
the picture has its shadows. There remains to mankind
another peril ; a last encounter with the Evil Principle.
Should the battle go against us, we sink back into the

slime and misery of ages. If we ti-iumph !—but it

demands a poet's eye to contemplate the splendor of such

a consummation, and not to be diizzled.

To this great woik Keats is said to have brouglit so

deep and tender a spirit of humanity, that the poem has

all the sweet and waim interest of a village tale, no less

than the grandeur which befits so high a theme. Such, at

least, is the perhai)S partial representation of his fi-iends;

for I have not read or heaixl even a single line of the per-
fonnance in question. Keats, I am told, withholds it

from the press, under an idea that the age has not enough
of spiritual insight to receive it worthily. I do not like

this distrust ; it makes me distrust the poet. The Uni-

vei-se is waiting to respond to the highest word that the

best child of time and immortality c^in utter. If it refuse

to listen, it is because he mumldcs and stanmiers, or dis

coin-ses things unseasonable and (breign to the piuposc.
I visited the House of Lords, the other day, to hear

Qmmhi^f who> you know, b now a peer, with I
forget 1
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what title. He disappointed me. Time blunts both point
and edge, and does great mischief to men of his order of

intellect. Then I stept into the Lower House, and listened

to a few words from Cobbett, who looked as earthy as a
real clodhopper, or, rather, as if he had lain a dozen years
beneath the clods. The men, whom I meet now-a-days,
often impress me thus ; probably because my spirits are

not very good, and lead me to think much about graves,
with the long grass upon them, and weather-worn epitaphs,
and dry bones of people who made noise enough in their

day, but now can only clatter, clatter, clatter, when the

sexton's spade disturbs them. "Were it only possible to

find out who are alive, and who dead, it would contribute

infinitely to my peace of mind. Every day of my life,

somebody comes and stares me in the face, whom I had

quietly blotted out of the tablet of living men, and trusted

never mor« to be pestered with the sight or sour.d of him.

For instance, going to Drury-Lane Theatre, a few even-

ings sinee, up rose before me, in the ghost of Plamlet's

father, the Ixxlily presence of the elder Kean, who did die

or ouglit to have died, in some drunken fit or other, so

long ago that his fame is scarcely traditionary now. Ilia

\x)wers are quite gone; he was rather the ghost of himself

than the ghost of the Danish king.
In the stage box sat several elderly and decrepit people,

and among them a stately ruin of a woman on a very large

scale, with a profile
—for I did not see her front face—.

that stamj)ed itself into my brain, as a seal impresses hot
wax. By the ti-agic gesture with which she took a pinch
of snuff, I was sure it must be Mrs. Siddons. Her brother,
John Kemble, sat behind, a broken-down figure, but still

with a kingly majesty about liim. In lieu of all former

achievements, nature enables him to look the part of Lear
far better than in the meridian of his genius. Charles
Mathews was likewise there; but a pai-alytic affection has
distoited his once mobile coimtenance into a most disagi-ee-
able one-sidedness, from which he could no more wrench
it into proper form than he could re-arrange the face of the

great gloljc itself. It looks as if, for the joke's sake, the

poor man had t\viste<l his features into an expression at

oncL* the most ludici-ous and horrible that he coidd con-

trive; and at that very moment, as a judgment for making
himself so hideous, an avenging providence had seen tit to

petrify him. Since it is out of his own power, I would
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gladly assist him to change countenance; for his ugly
visage haunts me both at noontide and night-time. Some
other playei-s of the past generation >vere present, but none

tliat greatly interested me. It belioves actors, more than

all other men of publicity, to vanish from the scene

betimes. Being, at best, but painted shadows fiickeriiig

on the wall, and empty sounds that echo another's thouglit,

it is a sad disenchantment when the colors begin to fade,

and the voice to croak with ajre,

"What is there new, in the literary vay, on your side of

the water? Kothing of the kind has come under my
inspection, except a volume of poems, published above a

year ago, by Dr. Channing. I did not beibre knoAV that

this eminent writer is a poet; nor docs the volume alluded

to exhibit any of the characteristics of the author's mind,
as displayed in his prose works; although some of the

poems have a richness that is not merely of the surface,

tut glows still the brighter, the deeper and more faithfully

you look into them. They seem carelessly wrought, how-

ever, like those rings and ornaments of the very purest

gold, but of rude, native manufacture, wdiich are Ibund

among the gold dust from Africa. I doubt Avhether the

American public will acccjjt them; it looks less to the

assay of metal than to the neat and cunning manufacture.

_IIow slowly our literature grows up ! Most of our writei-s

of promise have come to untimely ends. There was tluit

vild fellow, John Neal, who almost turned my boyish
brain with lii:i romances; he surely has long been dead,

else he never could keep himself so quiet. Bryant has

gone to his last sleep, with the Thanatopsis gleaming ov3r

l/;ni like a sculptured marble sepulchre by moonlight.

Ih.Ueck, who used to Mrite queer verses in the news-

1 apers, and published a Don Juanic poem called Fjinny,

is deiunct as a poet, though averred to be exemplifying
the metempsychosis as a man of business. Somewhat
l.tcr Iheio waa Whittier, a fiery Quaker youth, to whoni

liie muse had perversely assigned a battle-trumpet, and

who got himself lynched, (en years ngone, in South Caro-

lina. I remember, loo, a lad just fmm college, Long-
f.llow by name, who scattei-ed some delicate verses to the

winds, and went to Germany, and |)erisheil, I think, of

intense application, at the Univei-sity of Gotlingen. Willis

—what a l)ity!
—was lost, if I rt;collect rightly, in 1833,

on his voyage to EuroiKj, whither he was going, to give us
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sketches of the world's sunny fiice. If these had lived,

thej might, one or all of them, have grown to be famous
men.
And yet there is no telling

—it may be as weJl tliat they
have died. I was myself a young num of promise. Oh,
shattered brain!—oh! broken spirit!

—where is the fuIlU-

ment of that promise ? The sad truth is, that when fate

would gently disappoint the world, it takes away the hope-
fullest mortals in their youth ;

—when it would laugh the
world's hopes to scorn, it lets them live. Let me die upon
this aix)plithegm, for I shall never make a truer one !

What a strange substance is the human brain! Or
rather—for there is no need of generalizing the remark—.

what an odd brain is mine! Would you believe it? Dixily
and nightly there come scraps of poetry humming in my
intellectual ear—some as aiiy as bird-notes, and some as

delicately neat as parlor-music, and a few as grand as

organ-peals—tliat seem just such verses as those departed
poets would have written, had not an inexorable destiny
snatched them from their inkstands. They visit me in

spirit, perhaps desiring to engage my services as the aman*
uensis of their posthumous productions, and thus secure

the endless renown tliat they have forfeited by going hence
too early. But I have my own business to attend to ; and,
besides, a medical gentleman, who interests himself in some
little ailments of mine, advises me not to make too free

use of i>en and ink. There are clerks enough out of

employment who would be glad of such a job.
Good bye ! are you alive or dead? And what are you

about! Siill scribbling for the Democratic? And do
those infernal compositors and proof-readers misprint your
unfortunate productions as vilely as ever? It is too bad.

L#et every man manufacture his own nonsense, say I !

Expect me home soon, and—to whisper you a secret—in

company with the poet Campbell, who purposes to visit

Wyoming, and enjoy the shadow of the laurels that he

planted there. Campbell is now an old man. He calls

himself well, l^etter than ever in his life, but looks strangely

pale, and so shiuiow-like, that one might almost poke a
finger through his densest material. I tell him, by way
of joke, that he is as dijp and forlorn as Memory, though
as unsubstantial as Hope.

Your true friend, F*
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P. S. Pray present my most respectful regards to our
venerable aud revered friend, INIr. Brockden Brown. It

gratifies me to learn that a comi)lete edition of his works,
in a double columned octavo volume, is shortly to issue

from the press, at Philadelphia. Tell him that no Ameri-
can writer enjoys a more classic reputation on this side of

-the water. Is old Joel Barlow yet alive ? Unconscionable
man! Vriiy, he must have nearly fulfdled his century!
And docs he meditate an epic on tlie Avar between Mexico
and Texas, "with machinery contrived on the jirinciple of

the Bteam-engine, as being the nearest to celestial agency
that our epoch can boast ? How can lie expect ever to

rise again, if, while just sinking into liis grave, he persists
in burthening himself with such a ponderosity of leadeu

verses?

EARTH'S HOLOCAUST.

Once upon a time—but whether in the time past or

time to come, is a matter of little or no moment—this

wide world had become so overburtliened with an accu-

mulation of worn-out trumpery, that the inhabitants deter-

mined to rid themselves of it by a general bonfire. The
site fixed upon, at the representation of the iosurance

companies, and as being as central a spot as any other on

the globe, was one of the broadest prairies of the "West,

where no human habitation would be endangered by the

€ames, and where a vast assemblage of spectators might

conunodiously admire the show. Ilaving a taste for sights
of this kind, and imagining, likewise, that the illumina-

tion of the bonfire might reveal some profundity or moral

truth, heretofore hidden in mist or darkness, I made it

convenient to journey thither and be present. At my
arrival, although the heap of condemned rubbish was as

yet comparatively small, tlie torch had already been

applied. Amid that boundless plain, in the dusk of the

evening, like a far-off star alone in the firmament, there

wiLs merely visible one trcmulous gleam, whence none

could have anticipated so fierce a blsi^e as was destined to

ensue. With every moment, however, there came foot-

tmvellers, women holding up their aprons, men on horse-

back, wUeelbarx'Ows, lumbering baggage wagons, aud otiier
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vehicles, great and small, and from far and near, laden

with articles that were judged fit for nothing but to be
burnt.

" What materials have been used to kindle the flame ?"

inquired I of a bystander, for I was desirous of knowing
llie whole process of the affair from beginning to end.

The person whom I addressed was a grave man, fifty

years old, or thereabout, who had evidently come thither

as a looker-on ; he struck me immediately as having
weighed for himself the true value of life and its circum-

stances, and therefore as feeling little personal interest in

whatever judgment the world might form of them. Be-
fore answering my question, he looked me in the face, by
the kindling light of the fire.

" Oh, some very dry combustibles," replied he,
" and

extremely suitable to the purpose—no other, in fact, than

yesterday's newspapers, last month's magazines, and last

year's withered leaves. Here, now, comes sonic antiquated
trash, that will take fire like a handful of shavings."
As he spoke, some rough-looking men advanced to the

verge of the Iwnfire, and tlirew in, as it appeared, all the

rubbish of the Herald's oifice ; the blazonry of coat-iu-mor,

the crests and devices of illustrious families ; jwdigi'ees
that extended back, like lines of light, into the midst of

the dark ages, together with stars, gartei-s, and embroid-

ered coUare, each of which, as paltry a bubble as it might

ap|>ear to the uninstructed eye, had once possessed vast

significance, as was still, in truth, reckoned among the

mcst precious of moral or mateiial fact^t, by the worship-

pers of the gorgeous past. Mingled with this confused

heap, which was tossed into the flames by armfuls at once,
were innumerable badges of knighthootl, compiising those

of all the European sovereignties, and Napoleon's decora-

tion of the Legion of Honor, the ribands of which were

entangled with those of the ancient order of 8t. Louis.

Tiiere, too, were the medals of our own society of Cincin-

nati, by means of which, as history tells us, an order of

hei-editar}' knights came near being constituted out of the

king-quellers of the Revolution. And besides, there were

the patents of nobility of German counts and barons,

Spanish grandees, and Enjrlish |>eei*s,
from the worm-eaten

instruments signed by William the Conqueror, down to the

brand-new parchment of the latest lord who has received his

honors from the fair hand of Vicloiia.

Id
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At pi,:;lit cf these dense volumes of smoke, i)iiiigl<d
with vivid jets of flame tliat gushed and eddied forth from
this immense pile of earthly distmctions, the multitude of

plebeian spectators set up a joyous shout, and clapt their

hands 'with an emphasis that made tlie welkin echo. That
was their moment of triumph, achieved, after long ages,
over creatures of the same clay and the same spiritual

infirmities, who had dared to assume the privileges due

only to Heaven's better workmanship. But now there

rushed towards the blazing heap a grey-haired man, of

stately presence, wearing a coat from the breast of which
a star, or olher badge of rank, seemed to liave been for-

cibly wrenched away. lie had not tlic tokens of intel-

lectual power in his face ; but still there was the demeanor
.—the habitual, and almost native dignity

—of one who liad

been born to the idea of his own social superiority, and
had never felt it questioned till that moment.

"People," cried he, gazing at the ruin of what wng
dearest to Lis eyes with giicf and wonder, but neverthe

less, with a degree of etatclincss ;

"
people, wdiat have you

done! This fire is consuming all that marked your ad-

vance from barbarism, or that could liavc prevented your
relapse tliither. Tfc—the men of the privileged orders-
were those who kept alive, from ago to age, the old chiv-

alrous spirit; the gentle and generous thought; the

higher, the purer, tlic more rciiacd and delicate life !

With the nobles, too, you cast off the poet, the painter,
the sculptor—all the beautiful arts ; for we were their

patrons, and created the atmosphere in which they flour-

ish. In abolishing the miijestic distinctions of rank, so-

ciety loses not only its grace, but its steadfastness—"

More he would doubtless have spoken, but here there

arose an outcry, sportive, contemptuous, and indignant,
that altogether drowned the appeal of the fallen noble-

man, insomuch that, casting one look of despair at his

own half-burnt jjcdigree, he shrunk back into the crowd,

glad to shelter himself under his new-found insignificance.
" Let him thank his stars tliat we have not flung him

into the same fire !" shouted a rude figure, spurning the

embei-8 with his foot. "And, lienceforth, let no man dare

to show a piece of musty parchment as his warrant for

lording it over his fellows I If he have strength of arm,
well and good ; it is one species of superioiity. If he

iiav(^ wit, wisdom, courage, force of character, let tlieso i
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attributes do for him what Ihey may. But, from this day
forward, no mortal must liope for place and consideration

by reckoning up the mouldy bones of his ancestors ! That
nonsense is done away."

** And in good time," remarked the grave observer by
my side, in a low voice, however—" if no worse nonsense
comes in its place. But, at all events, this species of non-

sense has fairly lived out its life."

There was little space to muse or moralize over the

embers of tliis time-honored rubbish ; for, before it was
half burnt out, there came another multitude from beyond
the sea, bearing the purple robes of royalty, and the

crowns, globes, and sceptres of emperors and kings. All
these had been condemned as useless baubles, playthings,
at best, fit only for the infancy of the world, or rods to

govern and chastise it in its nonage ; but with which uni-

versal manhood, at its full-grown stature, could no longer
brook to be insulted. Into such contempt had these rcgnl

insignia now fallen, that the gUded crown end tinseled

robes of tlie player-king, from Drury-Lanc Theatre, had
been tlirown ia among the rest, doubtless as a mockery of
his brothcr-monarclis on the great stage of the world. It

was a strange siglit to discern the crown-jcwcls of Eng-
land, glowing and flashing in the midst of tho fire. Some
of them had been delivered down from the time of tho
Saxon princes ; others were purchased with vast revenues,
or, percli-incc, ravished iroux the dead brows of the nativo

potentates of Ilindostan ; and the whole now blazed with
a dazzling lustre, as if a star had fallen in that spot, and
been shattered into fragments. The splendor of the
ruined monarchy had no reflection, save in those inestima-
ble precious stones. But enough on this subject. It wero
but tedious to desci-ibe how the Emi>eror cf Austria's
mnntle was converted to tinder, and how the posts and
pillare of the French throne became a heap of coals,
v.Iiich it was impossible to distinguish from those of any
other wood. Let me add, however, that I noticed one of
the exiled Poles stirring up the bonfire vnih the Czar of
Russia's sceptre, which he afterwards flung into the fliunes.

"The smell of singed garments is quite intolerable

here," observed my new acquaintance, as the breeze en-

velojied us in the smoke of a royal wardrobe. " Let us

get to windward, and soe what they are doing on the other
side of the bonfire,"
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"We accordingly passed around, and were just in time to

witness the arrival of a vast procession of Washingtonians
•—as the votaries of temperance call themselves now-a-

days—{iccompanied by thousands of the Irish disciples of
Father Mathew, with that great apostle at their head.

They brought a rich contribution to the bonfire; being
nothing less than all the hogsheads and barrels of liquor in

the world, which they rolled before them across the prairie." Now, my children," cried Father Mathew, when they
reached the verge of the fire—" one shove more, and the

work is done ! And now let us stand off and see Satan
deal with Lis own liquor !

"

Accordingly, having placed their wooden vessels within
reach of the flames, the procession stood off at a safe dis-

tance, and soon beheld them burst in(o a blaze that reached
the clouds, and threatened to set tlic sky itself on fire.

And well it might. For here was the whole world's stock

of spirituous liquors, which, instead of kindling a frenzied

light in the eyes of individual topers, as of yore, soared

upwards with a bewildering gleam that startled all man-
kind. It V.a3 the aggregate of that fierce fire which
would otherwise have scorched the hearts of millions.

Meantime, numberless bottles of pi'ccious wine were flung
into the blaze, which lapped up the contents as if it loved

them, and grew, like ol-hcr drunkards, the merrier and
fiercer for v.Iiat it quaffed. Never again will the insatia-

ble thirst of the fire-fiend be so pampered I Here were
the treasures cffamous bon-vivauts—liquors that had been

tossed ou ocean, and mellowed in the sun, and hoarded

long ia the recesses of the earth—the pale, the gold, the

ruddy juice of whatever vineyards were most delicate—
tlie entire vintage of Tokay—all mingling in one stream

with the vile fluids of the common pot-house, and contrib-

uting to heighten the self-same blaze. And while it rose

in a gigantic spire, that seemed to wave against the arch

of the firmament, and combine itself witli the light of

stars, the multitude gave a shout, as if the broad earth

were exulting in its deliverance from the curse of ages.
But the joy was not universal. ]\Iany deemed that

human life would be gloomier than ever, when that brief

illumination should sink down. While the reformers wem
at work, I overlieard mutt<n*(!d expostidations from several

respectable gentlemen witli red noses, and wearing gouty
shoes ; and a rug^d worthy, whose face looked Jjke a
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hearth where the fire is burnt out, now expressed his das'

content more openly and boldly.
" What is this world good for," said the last toper,

" now
that we can never be jolly any more ? "What is to com-
fort the poor man in sorrow and perplexity ?—how is he
to keep his heart warm against the cold winds of this

cheerless earth ?—and what do you propose to give him
in exchange for the solace that you take away ? How are

old friends to sit together by the fireside, without a cheer-

ful glass between them ? A plague upon your reforma-

tion ! It is a sad world, a cold world, a selfish world, a

low world, not worth an honest fellow's living in, now
that good fellowship is gone forever !

"

This harangue excited great mirth among the bystanders.

But, preposterous as was the sentiment, I could not help

commiserating the forlorn condition of the last toper,
whose boon-companions had dwindled away from his side,

leaving the poor fellow without a soul to countenance him
in sipping his liquor, nor indeed any liquor to sip. Not
that this was quite the true state of the case ; for 1 had
observed him, at a critical moment, filch a bottle of fourth-

proof brandy that fell beside the bonfire, and hide it in his

pocket.
The spirituous and fermented liquors being thus dis-

posed of, the zeal of the reformers next induced them to

replenish the fire with all the boxes of tea and bags of
coffee in the world. And now came the planters of Vir-

ginia, bringing their crops of tobacco. These, being cast

upon the heap of inutility, aggregated it to the size of a

mountain, and incensed the atmosphere wilh such potent
fragrance that methought we should never draw pure
breath again. The present sacrifice seemed to startle the

lovers of the weed more than any that they had hitherto

witnessed.

"Well, they've put my pipe out," said an old gentle-
man, flinging it into the flames in a pet. "What is this

world coming to? Everything rich and racy,
—all the

spice of Ufe—is to be condemned as useless. Now that

they have kindled the bonfire, if these nonsensical

reformers would fling themselves into it, aU would be well

euough !

**

" B^ patient," responded a staunch conservative ;
"

it

will oome to that in the end. Thejr will first fling us in,

and filially themselves."
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From the general and systematic measures of reform, I

now turned to consider the individual contributions to this

memorable bonfire. In many instances these were of a

very amusing character. One poor fellow tlirew in his

empty purse, and another a bundle of counterfeit or
insolvable bank notes. Fashionable ladies threw in their

last season's bonnets, together with heaps of ribbons, yel-
low lace, and much other half-worn milliner's ware ; nil

of which proved even more evanescent in the fire than it

had been in the fashion. A multitude of lovers of both
sexes—discarded maids or bachelors, and couples mutually
Weary of one another—tossed in bundles of perfianed
letters and enamored sonnets. A back politician, being
deprived of bread by the loss of olHce, threw in his teeth,
vliich happened to be false ones. The Rev. Sidney
Smith,—having voyaged across the Atlantic for that sole

purpose—came up to the bonfire with a bitter grin, and
threw in certain repudiated bonds, fortified though they
were with the broad seal of a sovereign state. A little

boy of five years old, in the premature manliness of tlie

])resent epoch, threw in his playthings; a college graduate,
his diploma; an apothecary, ruined by the spread of

homoeopathy, his whole stock of drugs and medicines ; a

j)liysician, his library; a parson, his old sermons; and a
fine gentleman of the old school, his code of mannei'S,
which he had formerly written down for the benefit of the

next generation. A widow, resolving on a second mar-

riage, slily tlirew in her dead husband's miniature. A
young man, jilted by his mistress, would willingly have

liung liis own desperate heart into the flames, but could

find no means to wrench it out of his bosom. An Ameri-
can author, whose Avorks were neglected by the public,
threw liis pen and paper into the bonfire, and betook him-

self to some less discouraging occupation. It somewhat
startled me to overhear a number of ladies, highly respect,
able in appearance, proposing to fling their gowns and

petticoats into the flames, and asoume the garb, togctlier
with the manners, duties, offices, and responsibilities, of

the opposite sex.

Wliat favor was accorded to this scheme, I am unable

to say ; my attention being suddenly drawn to a poor,

deceived, and half-delirious girl, who, exclaiming tliat she

was the most wortldess thing alive or dead, attempted to

CA§( l^ciBi'lf into thi) lire, umid all that wrecked uni)
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"broken trumperj' of the world. A good man, however, ran

to her rescue.
"
Patience, mj poor girl !

"
said he, as he drew her

back from the tierce embi-ace of the destroying angel.
*' Be patient, and abide Heaven's will. So long as you
possess a living soul, all may be restored to its first fresh-

ness. These things of matter, and creations of human

fantasy, are fit for nothing but to be bimit, when once they
have had their day. But your day is eternity!

"

**
Yes," said the wretched girl, whose frenzy seemed no\r

to have sunk down into deep despondency; "yes, and the

sunshine is blotted out of it !
"

It was now rumored among the spectators that a;l the

wea)M)ns and munitions of war were to be throA\Ti into the

bonfire, uitii the exception of the world's stock of gun-

powder, which, as the safest mode of disposing of it, had

already been drowned in the sea. This intelligence
seemed to awaken great diversity of opinion. The hope-
fill philanthropist esteemed it a token that the milleniura

was already come; while persons of another stamp, in

whose view mankind was a breed of bull-dogs, prophesied
that all the old stoutness, fervor, nobleness, generosity, and

magnanimity of the race would disappear; these qualities,
as they affirmed, requiring blood for tlicir nouri<hment.

They comforted themselves, however, in the belief that

the proposed abolition of war waj impracticable, for any
length of time together.
Be tliat as it might, numberless great guns, whose

thunder had long been the voice of battle—the artillery
of the Armada, the battering-trains of Marlborough, and
the adverse cannon of Napoleon and "Wellington—^were

trundled into the midst of the fire. By the continual

addition of dry combustibles, it had now waxed so intense

that neither brass nor iron could witlistand it. It was
wonderful to behold how these terrible instruments of

slaugliter melted away like playthings of wax. Tlien the
armies of tlie earth wheeled around the mighty furnace,
with their military music playing triumphant marches,
and flung in their muskets and swords. The standard-

bearers, hkewise, cast one look upward at their banners,
all tattered with shot-holes, and inscribed with the names
of victorious fields, and, giving them a last flourish on the

breeze, they lowered them into the flame, which snatched

them upward in its rush toward the douds. This cere-



mony being over, the world was left without a single
weapon in its hands, except, possibly, a few old king's arms
and rusty swords, and otlier trophies of the Ilevolution, in

Bome of our state armories. And now the drums were
beaten and the trumpets brayed vA\ tojjethcr, sis a prelude
to tiie proclamation of universal and eternal peace, ar.d ti.e

announcement tl.at glory was no longer to be won by
hlood ; but that it woidd henceforth be the contention of
the human race to work out the greatest mutual good, and
tlijit beneficence, in the future annals of the earth, would
claim the praise of valor. Tlie blessed tidings were

accordingly promulgated, and caused infinite rejoicings

among those who had stood aghast at the horror and

absurdity of war.
But I saw a grim smile pas3 over the seared visage of a

stately old commander—^by his Var-wom figure and rich

military dress, he might have been one of Napoleon's
famous marshals—who, with the rest of the world's

soldiery, had just flung away the sword that had been
familiar to his right hand for half a century.

"Aye, aye !
"
grumbled he. «' Let them proclaim what

they please ; but, in the end, we shall find tliat all tliis

foolery has only made more work for the armorers and
cannon-founders."

*'Why, sir," exclaimed I, in astonishment, *'do you
imagine that the human race will ever so far return on the

6te])s of its past madness as to weld another sword, or cast

another cannon?"
"There will be no need," observed, with a sneer, one

who neither felt benevolence, nor had faith in it.
*' When

Cain wished to slay his brother, he was at no loss for a

weaj)on."
**We shall see," replied the veteran commander. *' If I

am mistaken, so much the better; but in my opinion—
without pretending to philosophize about the matter—the

necessity of war lies far deeper than these honest gentle-
men suppose. What! Is thei-e a field for all the petty

disputes of individuals, and shall there be no great law
court for the settlement of national diificultics? The bat-

tle-field is the only court where such suits can be tried!"

"You forget, general," rejoined I, "that, in this ad-

vanced stage of civilization, Reason and Phthuithropy
combined will constitute just such a tribunal as is requi-
site."

y
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"Ah, I had forgotten that, indeed!' said the old war-

rior, as he limped away.
The fire was now to be replenished vriih materials that

had hitherto been considered of even greater irapwrtance
to the well-being of society, than the wariike munitions
which we ha/1 already seen consumed. A body of reform-

ers had travelled all over the earth, in quest of the ma-

chinery by which the different nations were accustomed
to inflict the punishment of death. A shudder passed

through the multitude, as these ghastly emblems weie

dragged forward. Even the flames seemed at first to

shrink away, displaying the shape and murderous con-
trivance of each in a full blaze of light, which, of itself,

was sufiieienf to convince mankind of the long and deadly
error of human law. Those old implements of cruelty—
those horrible monsters of mechanism—those inventions

which it seemed to demand something worse than man's
natural heart to contrive, and which had lurked in tlie

dusky nooks of ancient prisons, the subject of terror-

stricken legend—were now brought forth to view. Heads-
men's axes, with the rust of noble and royal blood upon
them, and a vast collection of halters that had choked
the breath of plebeian victims, were thrown in together.
A shout greeted the arrival of the guillotine, which was
thrust forward on the same wheels that had borne it from
one to another of the blood-stained streets of Paris. But
the loudest roar of applause went up, telling the distant

sky of the triumph of the earth's redemption, when the

gallows made its appearance. An ill-looking fellow, how-
ever, rushed forward, and, putting himself in the path of
the reformers, bellowed hoarsely, and fought with brute

fury to stay their progress.
It was little matter of surprise, perhaps, that the exe-

cutioner sliould thus do his best to vindicate and uphold
tlie machinery by which he himself had his livelihood,
and worthier individuals their death. But it deserved

sjjccial note, that men of a far different sphere,—even of
that class in whose guardianship the world is apt to trust

its benevolence—^were found to take the hangman's vieiv

of the question.
"
Stay, my brethren !

**
cried one of them. " You are

misled by a false philanthropy !
—you know not what you

do> The gallows is a Hej^ven-ordained instrument ! Bear
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it back, then, reverently, and set it up in its old place ;

else the world will full to si>eedy ruin and desolation!"

"Onward, onward!" shouted a leader in tiie reform.
*' Into the flames with the accursed instrument of man's

bloody policy. How can human law inculcate benevolence
and love, while it persists in setting up the gallows as its

chief symbol? One heave more, good friends, and the

world. will be redeemed from its greatest error!"
A thousand hands, that, nevertheless, loathed the touch,

now lent their assistance, and thrust the ominous burthen

far, far, into the centre of the raging furnace. There its

fatal and abhorred image was beheld, first black, then a
red coal, then ashes.

*' That was well done !
"

exclaimed I.

"Yes, it was well done," replied—but with less enthu-
siasm than I expected—the thoughtful observer who was
Btill at my side; *<wcll done, if the world be good enough
for the m(,'asure. Death, however, is an idea that cannot

easily be dispensed with, in any condition between the

primal innocence and that other purity and perfection,

which, perchance, wc are destined to att:iki after travelling
round the full circle. But, at all events, it is well that the

experiment should now be tried."

<'Too cold! too cold!"" impatiently exclaimed the

young and ardent leader in tliis triumph. *'Let the heart

have its voice here, as well as the intellect. And as for

ripeness—and as for progress—let mankind always do the

highest, kindest, noblest thing that, at any given period, it

has attained tlic perception of; and surely that thing can-

not be wrong, nor wrongly timed."

I know not whether it were the excitement of the

scene, cr whether the good people around the bonfire were

really growing r.iorc cidightcned every instant ; but they
now proceeded to measures, in the full length of which I

was hardly prepared to keep them company. For in-

F'ance, some threw their ni.'irriage certilicates into the

ll;'.mes, and declared themselves candidates for a higher,

holier, and more comprehensive union than that which
had subsisted from the birth of time, under the form of

the connubial tie. Others hastened to tlie vaults of banks,
and to the cofTcrs of the rich—all of which were open to

the first comer, on this fated occiision—and brought entire

bales of pajier-money to enliven the blaze, and tons of

CoJa to bo melted down by its intensity. Ileucefoi'tb*
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they said, nniversal benevolence, uncoined and exhaust-

less, was to be the golden currency of the world. At tliis

intelligence, the bankers, and speculators in the stocks,

grew pale ; and a pickpocket, who had reaped a rich har-

vest among the crowd, fell down in a deadly fainting-fit.

A few men of business burnt their day-books and ledgers,
the notes and obligations of their creditors, and all other

evidences of debts due to themselves; while perhaps a
somewhat larger number satisfied their zeal ibr ix-ibrm

with the sacrifice of any uncomfortable recollection of

their own indebtment. There was then a cry, that the

period was arrived when the title-deeds of landed pro|jerty
should be given to the flames, and the whole soil of the

earth revert to the public, from whom it had been wrong-
fully abstracted, and most unequally distributed among
individuals. Another party demanded that all written

constitutions, set forms of government, legislative acts,

statute-books, and everything else on which human inven-

tion had endeavored to stamp its arbitrary laws, should at

once be destroyed, leaving the consummated world as free

as the man first created.

"Whether any ultimate action was taken with regard to

these propositions, is beyond my knowledge ; for, just

then, some matters were in progress that concerned my
sympathies more neai-ly.

"See!—see!—^%\-hat heaps of books and pamphlets!**
cried a fellow, who did not seeni to be a lover cf litera-

ture. " Xow we shall have a glorious blaze ]"

"Tliat's just the thing," said a modern philosopher.
**Xow we shall get rid of the weight of dead men's

thought, Avhi^h has hitherto pressed so heavily on the liv-

ing intellect that it has been incompetent to any effectual

self-exertion. Well done, my lads ! Into the fire w ith

them ! Now you are enlightening the world, indeed 1

"

*' But what is to become of the Trade? "
cried a frantio

bookseller.
"
Oh, by all means, let them accompany their merclian-

dise," coolly observed an author. ''It will be a noble
funeral pile !

"

The truth was, tliat the human race had now reached a

stage of progress so far beyond what tlie wisest and \\ iiti-

est men of former ages had ever dreamed of, that it would
have been a manifest absurdity to allow the earth to be
any longer encumbered with their

j)oor achievements io
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the literary Inie, Accordingly, a thorough and searching
investigation had swept the booksellers' shops, hawkers*

stands, })ublic and private libraries, and even the little

book-shelf by the country fireside, and had brought the
world's entire mass of printed paper, bound or in sheets,
to swell the already mountain-bulk of our illustrious bon-
fire. Thick, heavy folios, containing the labors of lexi-

cographers, commentators, and encyclopedists, were flung
in, and, fulling among the embers with a leaden thump,
smouldered away to ashes, like rotten wood. The small,

richly gilt French tomes of the last age, with the hundred
volumes of Voltaire among them, went off in a brilliant

shower of sparkles, and little jets of flame; while the
current literature of the same nation burnt red and blue,
and threw an infernal light over the visages of the spec-
fators, converting them all to the aspect of parti-colored
fiends. A collection of German stories emitted a scent of
brimstone. The English standard authors made excellent

fuel, generally exhibiting the properties of sound oak logs.
Milton's works, in particular, sent up a poweiful blaze,

gradually reddening into a coal, wiiich promised to endure,

longer than almost any other material of the pile. From.

Sliakspcarc there gushed a flame of such marvellous splen-
dor that men shaded their eyes as against the sun's merid-
ian glory ; nor even when tlie works of his own elueidtx-

tors were flung upon him did he cease to flash forth a daz-

zling radianco from beneath the ponderous heap. It is

my belief that ho is still blazing as fervidly as ever.
" Could a poot but light a himp at that glorious flame,"

remarked I,
" he might then consume the midnight oil to

some good purpose."
" Tiiat is the very thing which modern poets have been

too apt to do, or at least to attempt," answered a critic.
' The chief benefit to bo expected from this conflagration
of past literature undoubtedly is, that writers will hence
forth be compelled to light their Inmps at the sun or
stars."

" If they can reach so high," said I. « But that task

requires a ginnt, who may afterward distribute the light

among inferior men. It is not every one that can steal

the fire from heaven, like Prometheus ; but when once
he had done the deed, a thousand hearths were kindled

by it."

Jt amazed me much, tp observe bow indefinite was the
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proportion between the physical mass of any given author,
and the property of bnlliant and long-continued, combus-
tJon= For instance, there was not a quarto volume of the

last century—^nor, indeed, of the present
—that could com-

pete, in that particular, with a cliild's little gilt-covered
book, containing Mother Goose's Melodies. The Life and
l>?ath of Tom Thumb outlasted the biography of Marl-

borough. An epic
—^indeeil, a dyzen of them—was con-

verted to white ashes, bcfoi-c the single sheet of an old

ballad was haV consumed. In more than one case, too,
when volumes of applauded ver^ pi-oved incajKible of any-
thing better than a stifling smoke, an unregarded ditty of
some nameless bard—perchance in the corner of a news-

naper—soared up among the stars, witli a flame as bril-

liant as their own. Speaking of the properties of flame,

methought Shelley's poetry emitted a purer light than
almost any other productions of his day; contrasting

beautifully with the fitful and lurid gleams, and gushes of
black vapor, that flashed and eddied from the volumes of
Lord Byron. As for Tom 3Ioore, some of his songs dif-

fused an odor like a burning jKxstiile.

I felt particular interest in watching the combustion
of American authors, and scmpidously noted, by my
>*'atch, the precise number of moments that changed most
of them from shabbily printed Ixwks to iixlistinguishable
ashes. It would be invidious, however, if not perilous^
to betray these awful secrets ; so that I shall content my-
self with observing, that it was not invariably the writer
most frequent in the public mouth that made the most

splendid appearance in the bonfire. I especially remember,
that a great deal of excellent inflammability was exhibited
m a thin volume of poems by Ellery Channing ; although,
to s|>eak the truth, there were certain portions that hissed

and spluttered in a very disagreeable fashion. A curious

phenomeiKMi occurred in reference to several writers,
native as well as foreign. Their books, though of highly

respectable figure, instead of bursting into a blaze, or even

smoldering out their substance in snK>ke, suddenly melted

away, in a manner that proved them to be ice.

If it be no lack of modesty to mention my own works,
it must here be confessed, that I looked for them with

fatherly interest, but in vain. Too probably, they were

Uianged to vajjor by the first action erf' the heat ; at best.
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I can only hope that, in their quiet way, they contributetj

a glimmering spark or two to the splendor of the evening.
" Alas ! and woe is me !

" thus bemoaned himself a

heavy-looking gentleman in green spectacles,
" The

world is utterly ruined, and there is nothing to live for any
longer 1 The business of my life is snatched from me.

Not a vohmie to be had for love or money !

"

" This," remarked tlie sedate observer beside me, "is a
book-worm—one of those men who are born to gnaw dead

thoughts. His clothes, you see, arc covered with the dust

of libraries. lie has no inwai'd fountain of idesis; and, in

good earnest, now tliat the old stock is abolished, I do not

Bce what is to become of the poor fellow. Have you no
vord of comfort for him ?

"

" My dear sir," said I, to the desperate book-worm, "is

not Nature better than a book ?—is not the human heart

deeper than any system of philosophy?
—is not life replete

with more instruction than past observers have found it

possible to write down in maxims? Be of good cheer!

The great book of Time is still spread wide open before

us ; and, if we read it aright, it will be to us a volume of

eternal Truth."
" Oh, my books, my books, my precious, printed books !

"

reiterated the forlorn book-worm. *' My only reality was

a bound volume ; and now they Will not leave me even a

shadowy pamphlet !

"

In fact, the last remnant of the literature of all the ages
was now descending uj)on the blazing heap, in the shape
of a cloud of pamphlets from the press of the New World.

These, likewise, were consumed in the twinkling of an eye,

leaving the earth, for the first time since the days of Cad-

nnis^ free from the pla,<-;i-
of letters—an enviable field for

the authors of the next generation !

"Well!—and docs anything remain to be done?" in-

quired I, somewhat anxiously.
" Unless we set fire to

the earth itself, and then leap boldly off into infinite space,
I know not that we can carry reform to any further

point."
" You are vastly mistaken, my good fi-iend," said the

observer. " Believe me, the fire will not be allowed to

settle down witliout the addition of fuel that will startle

many persons, who have lent a willing hand thus far."

Nevertheless, there appeared to be a rehixation of

efl'ort, for a little time, duriuK which, pi-obably, the leadeis
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of the TOOvement were considering what sliould be done
n-ext- In the interval, a philosopher threw his theory into

the flames; a sacrifice which, by those who knew how to

estimate it, was pronounced the most remj\rkable that had

j-et been made. The combustion, however, was by no
means brilliant. Some indefatigable jieople, scorning to

take a moment's ease, now employetl themselves in collect-

ing all the withered leaves an«l fallen boughs of the forest,

and thereby recruited the bonfire to a greater height thau
ever. But this was mere by-play.

" Here comes the fresh fuel that I spoke of," said my
companion.
To my astonishment, the persons "^ho now advanced

into the vacant space around the mountain fire, bore sur-

plices and other priestly garments, mitres, crosiers, and a
confusion of Popish and Pi-otcstatit emblems, with which
it seemed their purpose to consumndtatc the great Act of

Faith. Crosses, from the spires cf old cathedrals, wero
cast upon the heap with as bttla remorse as if the rever-

ence of centuries, passing in long array beneath the lofty

towers, had not looked up to tliem as the holiest of

symbols. The font, in which infants were consecrated to

God ; the sacramental vessels, whence Piety received the

Iiallowed draught; were given to the eame destruction.

Perhaps it most nearly touched my heart to see, among
these devoted relics, fragments of the humble commmiion-
tables and undecorated pulpits, which I recognized as hav-

ing been torn from the meeting-houses of New England.
Those simple edifices might have been permitted to retain

all of sacred embellishments that their Puritan founders
had bestowed, even though the mighty structure of St.

Peter's had sent its spoils to the fire of this terrible sacri-

fice. Yet I felt that these were but the externals of

religion, and niiglit most safely be relinquished by spirits
that best knew their deep significance.

" All is well,'* said I cheerfully.
*' The wood-paths

shall be the aisles of our cathedral—the firmament itself

shall be its ceiling ! What needs an earthly roof between
the Deity and his worshippers ? Our faith can well afford

to lose all the drapery that even the holiest men have
thrown around it, and be only the more sublime in its sim-

plicity."
'•
True," said my companiou.

»* Bu^ will they pause
here?"



804 MOSSKS FROM AN OLD MANSK.

The doubt implied in his question was well founded. In

the general destruction of books already described, a holy
volume—that stood apart from the catalogue of human
literature, and yet, in one sense, was at its head—had
been spared. But the Titan of innovation—angel or

fiend, doubio . i his nature, and capable of deeSs befilting
both chara;;lers—at first shaking down only the old and
rotten shapes of things, had now, as it appeared, laid his

terrible hand upon the main pillars which supported the

whole edifice of our moral and spiritual state. The in-

habitants of the earth had grown too enlightened to define

their faith within a form of words, or to limit the spiritual

by any analogy to our material existence. Truths, which
the heavens trembled at, were now but a faLle of ihe

world's infancy. Therefore, as the final sacrifice of human
error, Avhat else remained to be thrown upon the embers
of that awfid pile, except the Book, which, though a celes-

tial revelation to past ages, was but a voice from a lower

sphere, as regarded the present race of man ? It was
done I Upon the blazing heap of falsehood and worn out

truth—things that the earth had never needed, or had
ceased to need, or had grown childishly weary of—fell the

ponderous church Bible, the great old volume, that had
lain so long on the cushion of the pulpit, and whence the

pastor's solemn voice had given holy utterance on so many
a Sabbath day. There, likewise, fell the fomily Bible,

which the long-buried patriarch had read to his children—

in prospcriiy or sorroAv, by the fireside and in the sunnner

shade of trces-^and had bequcatiied downward, as the

heir-loom of generations. There fell the bosom Bible, the

little volume that had been the soul's friend of some sorely
tried child of dust, who thence took courage, whether his

trial were for lil'e or death, steadfastly confronting both in

the strong assurance of immortality.
All these were flung into the fierce and riotous blaze ;

and tlien a mighty wind came roaring across the phiin,
with a desolate liowl, as if it were tlie angry lamentations

of the Earth for the loss of Heaven's sunshine, and it

shook the gigantic pyramid of flame, and scattered the

ciudei-s of half-consumed abominations around upon the

spectators.
" This is terrible !

"
said I, feeling that my cheek grew

pale, and seeing a like change in the visages about nie.
*'
lie of good Qourajje yet," answered the uiaa with
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whom I had so often spoken. He continued to gaze

steadily at the spectacle, with a singular calmness, as if it

concerned him merely as an obsen^er. " Be of good
courage—nor yet exult too much ; for there is far less

both of good and evil, in the effect of this bonfire, than

the world might be willing to believe."

''How can that be?" exclaimed I, impatiently. "Has
it not consumed eveiything? Has it not swallowed up,
or melted down, every human or divine appendage of our

mortal state that had substance enough to be acted on by
fire: Will there be anything left us to-morrow morning,
better or worse than a heap of embers and ashes ?

"

"Assuredly tliere will," said my grave friend. " Come
hither to-morrow morning—or whenever the combustible

portion of tlie pile shall be quite burnt out—and you will

find among the ashes everj'thing really valuable tliat yoa
have seen cast into the flames. Trust me, tlie world of

to-morrow will again enrich itself witli the gold and dia-

monds which have been cast off by the world of to-day.
Not a truth is destroyed—nor buried so deep among the

ashes, but it will be raked up at last."

This was a strange assurance. Yet I felt inclined to

credit it ; the more especially as I beheld among ..he "wal-

lowing flames a copy of the Holy Scriptures, the pages of

which, instead of being blackened into tinder, only
assumed a more dazzling whiteness as the finger-marha of
human imperfection were purified away. Certain mar-

ginal notes and commentaries, it is true, yielded to the

intensity of the fiery test, but without detriment to the

smallest syllable that had flamed from the pen of in-

spiration.
•' Yes—there Is the proof of what you say,** answered

I, turning to the observer. " But if only what is evil can
feel the action of the fire, then, surely, the conflagration
has been of inestimable utility. Yet if I undei-stand

aright, you intimate a doubt whether the world's expecta-
tion of benefit would be realized by it."

" Listen to the talk of these worthies," said lie, point-

ing to a group in front of tlie blazing pile.
"
Possibly

they may teach you something useful, without intend-

ing it."

The persons whom he indicated consisted of that brutal

and most earthy figure wlio had stood forth so furiously in

defence of the gallows—the hangman, in short—together
20
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with the last thief and tlie last murderer ; all three of

^vllom were clustered about the hist toper. The latter

was liberally passing the brandy bottle, which he had res-

cued from the general destruction of wines and spirits.
This little convivial party seemed at the lowest pitch of

des[)ondency ; as considering that the purified world must
needs be utterly unlike the sphere that they had hitherto

known, and therefore but a strange and desolate abode for

gentlemen of their kidney.
" The best counsel for all of us is," remark exl the hang-

man, ''tiliat—as soon as we have finished ihe last diop of

liquor—1 help you, my three friends, to a comfortable end

upon the nearest tree, and then hang myself on the same

bough. This is no world for us any longer."
"I'oTi, poll, my good fellows!" said a dark-complex-

ioned personage, who nowjoined the group—his complexion
was indeed fearfully dark, and his eyes glowed with a
redder light than that of the bonfire—"Be not so cast

down, my dear fi-iends ; you sh.all see good days yet.
There is one thing that tliesc wiseacres have forgotten to

throw into the fire, and without which all the rest of the

conflagration is just nothing at all ; yes
—though they had

burnt the earth itself to a cinder? "

"And what may that be?" eagerly demanded the last

murderer.

"What but the human heart itself!" said the dark

visaged stranger, Avith a portentous grin.
*' And unless

they lilt upon some method of })urifying that foul cavein,

forth from it will rc-issuo all the shai)es of wrong and

misery—the sanio old shapes, or worse ones—which they
have taken such a vast deal of trouble to consume to

ashes. I have stood by, this live-long night, and laughed
in my sleeve at the whole business. Oii, take my woitl

for it, it will be the old world yet!
"

This brief ( onversation supplied me with a tlieme for

l-'ugthcned thought. Ilow sad a truth—if true it were—
(hat IMan's age-long endeavor for perfection had served

only to render him the mockery of the Evil Principle,
from the fatal circumstance of an error at the very root of

t!ie matter! The heart—the heart—there was the little

yet lK)undless sphere, wherein existed the original wrong,
of which the crime and misery of this outward world were

merely types. Purify tliat inward sphei-e ; and the many
shapes of evil that haunt the uutwuid, and which novr
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seem almost our only realities, will turn to shadowy phan-
toms, and vanish of their own accord. But if we go no

deeper than tho Intellect, and strive, with mei'ely that

feeble instrument, to discern and rectify what ir, wrong,
our whole accomplishment will be a dream ; so unsubstan-

tial, that it matters little whether the bonfire, which I

have so faithfully described, were what we choose to call

a real event, and a flame that would scorch the finger—
or only a phosphoric radiance, and a parable of my own
braiii!

THE OLD APPLE-DEALER.

The lover of tlie moral picturesque may sometimes fmd
what lie seeks in a character, winch is, nevertheless, of
too negative a description to bo seized upon, and repre-
sented to the imaginative vision by word-painting. As an

instance, I remember an old man who carries on a little

trade of gingerbread and apples, at the deopt of one of
our railroads. A\'hile awaiting the departure of the cars,

my observation, flitting to and fro among the livelier char-

acteristics of the scene, has often settled insensibly upon
this almost hueless object. Thus, unconsciously to my-
self, and unsuspected by him, I have studied the old apple-
dealer, until he has become a naturalized citizen of my
inner world. IIow little would he imagine—poor, neg-
lected, friendless, unappreciated, and with little that

demands appreciation
—that the mental eye of an utter

stranger has so often reverted to his' figure ! Many a
noble form—many a beautiful face—has flitted before me,
and vanished like a shadow. It is a strange witchcraft,

whereby this faded and featureless old apple-dealer has

gained a settlement in my memory I

He is a small man, with grey hair and grey stubble

beard, and is invariably clad, in a shabby surtout of snuff-

color, closely buttoned, and half-concealing a pair of grey
pantaloons; the whole dress, though clean and entire,

being evidently flimsy with much wear. His face, thin,

withered, furrowed, and with features which even age
has failed to render impressive, has a frost-bitten aspect.
It is a moral frost, which no physical warmth or comforta-
bleness could counteract. The summersuushine may fling
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its white heat upon him, or tlie good fire of the clep6t*
room may make liim the focus of its blaze, on a winter's

day ; but all in vain ; for still the old man looks as if he
were in a frosty atraospliere, with scarcely warmth enough
to keep life in the region about his heart. It is a patient,

long-suffering, quiet, hopeless, shivering aspect. He is

not desperate—that, though its etymology implies no
more, would be too positive an expression—but merely
devoid of hope. As all his past life, probably, offers no

spots of brightness to his memory, so he takes his present

povei-ty and discomfort as entirely a matter of course ; he
thinks it the definition of existence, so far as himself is

concerned, to be poor, cold, and uncomfortable. It may
be added, that time has not thrown dignity, as a mantle,
over the old man's figure ; there is nothing venerable
about him ; you pity him without a scruple.

lie sits on a bench in the depot-room ; and before him,
on the floor, are deposited two baskets, of a capacity to

contain his whole stock in trade. Across, from one basket
to the other, extends a board, on which is displayed a

plate of cakes and gingerbread, some russet and red
checked apples, and a box containing variegated sticks of

candy ; together with that delectable condiment, known

by children as Gibraltar rock, neatly done up in white

paper. There is likewise a half-peck measure of cracked

walnuts, and two or three tin half-pints or gills, filled with

the nut kci'nels, ready for purchasers. Such are the small

commodities with which our old friend comes daily before

the world, ministering to its petty needs and little freaks

of appetite, and seeking thence the solid subsistence—so

far as he may subsist—of his life.

A slight observer would speak of the old man's qui-
etude. But, on closci scrutiny, you discover that there is

a continual unrest within liim, which somewhat resembles

the fluttering action of the nerves, in a coi'pse from which

life has recently departed. Though he never exhibits any
violent action, and, indeed, might appear to be sitting quite

still, yet you perceive, when liis minuter peculiarities be-

gin to be detected, that he is always making some little

movement or other. He looks anxiously at liis plate of

cakes, or pyramid of a{)ples, and slightly alters their

arrangement, with an evident idea that a gi'cat desd

depends on their being disposed exactly thus and so.

Then, for a moment, be gazes out of the window ; then
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he shivers, quietly, and folds his arms across liis breast,

as if to draw himself closer within himself, and thus keep
a flicker of warmth within his lonesome heai-t. Now he

turns again to his merchandise of cakes, apples, and

candy, and discovers that this cake or that apple, or yon-
der stick of red and white candy, has, somehow, got out

of its proper posi*ion. And is there not a walnut-kernel

too many, or too few, in one of those small tin measures ?

Again, the whole arrangement appears to be settled to his

mind ; but, in the course of a minute or two, there will

assuredly be something to set right. At times, by an in-

describable shadow ujx)n his features—too quiet, how-

ever, to be noticed, until you are familiar with his ordinary

aspect
—the expression of frost-bitten, patient despondency

becomes very touching. It seems as if, just at that in-

stant, the suspicion occurred to him, that, in his chill

decline of life, earning scanty bread by selling cakes,

apples, and candy, he is a very miserable old fellow.

But, if he think so, it Is a mistake. He can never suf-

fer the extreme of misery, because the tone of his whole

being is too much subdued for him to feel anything
acutely.

Occasionally, one of the passengers, to whUe away a
tedious interval, approaches the old man, inspects the arti-

cles upon his board, and even peeps curiously into the two
baskets. Another, striding to and fro along the room,
throws a look at the apples and gingerbread, at every
turn. A third, it maybe, of a more sensitive and delicate

texture of being, glances shily thitherward, cautious not
to excite expectations of a purchaser, while yet undeter-

mined whether to buy. But there appears to be no need
of such a scrupulous regard to our old friend's feel-

ings. True, he is conscious of the remote possibility
of selling a cake or an apple, but innumerable disappoint-
ments have rendered him so far a philosopher, that, even
if the purchased article should be returned, he will con-
sider it altogether in the ordinary train of events. Pie

speaks to none, and makes no sign of offering his wares to

the public ; not that he is deterred by pride, but by the

certain conviction that such demonstrations would not in-

create his custom. Besides, this acti\*ity in business would

require an energy that never could have been a character-

istic of his almost passive disposition, even in youth.
"^Vh^ijQver an actual customer appears, the old w^ I00I53
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up with a patient eye ; if the price and the article are

approved, he is ready to make change ; otherwise, his eye-
lids droop again, sadly enough, but with no heavier

despondency tlian before. He shivers, perhaps, folds his

lean arms around his lean body, and resumes the life-long,

frozen patience, in which consists his strength. Once in a

while, a school-boy comes hastily up, places a cent or two

upon the board, and takes up a cake or stick of candy, or

a measure of walnuts, or an apple as red cheeked as him-

self. There are no words as to price, that being as well

known to the buyer as to the seller. The old apple-dealer
never speaks an unnecessary word ; not that he is sullen

and morose ; but there is none of the cheeriness and brisk-

ness in him, that stirs up people to talk.

Not seldom, he is greeted by some old neighboi-, a man
well-to-<.lo in the world, who makes a civil, patronizing ob-

servation about the weather ; and then, by way of per-

forming a charitable deed, begins to chaffer for an apple'.
Our friend presumes not on any pae* acquaintance; he
makes the briefest possible response to all general remarks,
and shrinks quietly into himself again. After every dimi-

nution of his stock, he takes care to produce from the bas-

ket another cake, another stick of candy, another apple, or

another measure of walnuts, to supply the place of the

article sold. Two or tliree attempts—or, perchance, half

a dozen—are requisite, before tlie board cjm be re-arranged
to liis satisfaction. If he have received a silver coin, he
waits till the purchaser is out of sight, then examines ifc

closely, and triestobend it with his finger and thumb; finally,
lie puts it into his waistcoat pocket, with seemingly a gen-
tle sigh. Tills sigh, so faint as to be hardly perceptible,
and not expressive of any definite emotion, is the accom-

paniment and conclusion of all his actions. It is the sym-
bol of the cliillness and torpid melancholy of his old age,
which only make themselves felt sensibly, when his repose
is slightly disturbed.

Our man of gingerbread and apples is not a specimen of
the "needy man who has seen better days." Doubtless,
there have been better and brighter days in the far-off time
of his youth; but none with so nuich sunshine of prosper-
ity in them, tluU the chill, the depression, the narrowness
of means, in his declining years, can have come np(m liim

by sur[)rise. His life lia-s all been of a piece. His subdued
»iid iicrvelcM boyhood prefigured bis abortive prime, which.
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likewise, contitined within itself tlie prophecy and Image of

his lean and toi-pid age. He was perhaps a meolianic, who
never came to be a master in his craft, or a petty tradesman,

rubbing onward between passably-to-do and poverty. Pos-

sibly, he may look back to some brilliant epoch of hia

career, when there were a hundred or two of dollars to his

credit, in the Savings Bank. Such must have been the

extent of his better fortune—his little measure of this

world's triumphs
—all that he has kno^Ti of success. A

meek, downcast, humble, uncomplaining creature, he prob-

ably has never felt himself entitled to more than so much
of the gifts of P^o^'idence. Is it not still something, that

he has never held out his hand for charity, net has yet
been driven to that sad home and household of Earth's for-

lorn and broken-v pirited cliildren, the alms-house? He
cherishes no quarrel, therefore, with his destiny, nor 'with

the Author of it. All is as it should be.

If, indeed, he have been bereaved of a son—a bold, en-

ergetic, vigorous young man, on whom the father's feeble

nature leaned, as on a staff of strength—in that case, he

may have felt a bitterness that could not otherwise have
been generated in his heart. But methinks, the joy of

possessing such a son, and the agony of losing him,
would have developed the old man's moral and intellectual

nature to a much greater degree than we now find it. In-

tense grief appears to be as much out of keeping with hia

life, as fervid happiness.
To confess the truth, it is not the easiest matter in the

world to define and individualize a character like this which
we are now handling. The portrait must be so generally

negative, that the most delicate pencil is likely to spoil it

by introducing some too positive tint. Every touch must
be kept down, or else you destroy the subdued tone, which
is absolutely essential to the whole effect. Perhaps more

may be done by contrast, than by direct description. For
this purpose, I make use of another cake and-candy mer-

chant, who likewise infests the railroad dep6t. This latter

worthy is a very smart and well-dressed boy, of ten years
old or thereabouts, who skips briskly hither and thither,

addressing the passengers in a pert voice, yet with some-
what of good breeding in his tone and pronunciation. Now
he has caught my eye, and skips across the room with a

pretty pertness, which I should like to correct with a box
on the ear. "Any cake, «ir ?—any candy ?

"
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No ; none for me, my lad. I did but glance at your
brisk figure, in order to catch a reflected light, and throw
it upon your old i-ival yonder.

Again, in order to invest my conception of the old man
witli a more decided sense of reality, I look at him in the

very moment of intensest bustle, on the arrival of the cars.

The shriek of the engine, as it rushes into the car-house, is

the utterance of the steam-fiend, whom man has subdued

by magic spells, and compels to serve as a beast of burden,
lie has skimmefl rivers in his headlong rush, dashed through
forests, plunged into the hearts of mountains, and glanced
from the city to the desert-place, and again to a far-off city,
with a meteoric progress, seen, and out of sight, while his

reverberating roar still fills the ear. The travellers swai-ra

forth from the cars. All are full of the momentum Avhich

they have caught from their mode of conveyance. It seems
as if the whole world, both morally and physically, were
detached from its old standfasts, and set in rapid motion.

And, in the midst of this terrible
activity^ there sits the

old man of gingerbread, so subdued, so hopeless, so with-
out a stake in life, and yet not positively miserable—there
he sits, the forlorn old creature, one chill and sombre day
after another, gathering scanty coppers for his cakes,

apples and candy—there sits the old apple-dealer, in his

threadbare suit of snuff-color and grey, and his grisly stub-

ble-beard. See 1 he folds his lean arms around his lean

figure, with that quiet sigh, and thut scarcely perceptible
shiver, which are the tokens of his inward state. 1 have
him now. lie and the steam-fiend are each other's anti-

podes; the latter is the type of all that go ahesul—and the

old man, the representative of that melancholy class who,

by some sad witchcraft, are doomed never to share in the

world's exulting progress. Tlnis the contrast between
mankind and this desolate brother becomes picturesque, and
even sublime.

And now farewell, old friend I Little do you suspect
that a student of human life has made your character the

tlieme of more than one solitary and thoughtful hcur.

Many would say, that you have hardly individuality enough
to be the object of your own self-love. How, then, can a

stranger's eye detect anything in your mind and heart, to

study and to wonder at ? Y (^t could I read but a tithe of

what is written there, it would be a volume of deeper and
znore comprehensive import than all that the wisest mortals
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have given to the world ; for the soundless deptlis of the

human so-jI, and of eternity, have an opening through your
breast. God be praised, were it only for your sake, that

the present shapes of human existence are not cast in iron,

nor hewn in everlasting adamant, but moulded of the

vai)ors that vanish away while the essence flits upwai-d to

the infinite. There is a spiritual essence in tliis gray and
lean old shape that shall flit upward too. Yes; doubtless

there is a region, where the life-long shiver will pass away
from his being, and that quiet sigh, which it has taken him
Eo many years to breathe, ^fnli be brought to a close for

good and alL

THE ARTIST OF THE BEAUTIFUL.

Ax elderly man, with his pretty daughter on his arm,
was passing along the street, and emerged from the gloom
of the cloudy evening into the light that feU across the

pavement from the window of a smidl shop. It was u

projecting window; and on the inside were suspended a

variety of watclies,—pinchbeck, silver, and one or two of

gold,
—all with their faces turned from the street, as if

churlishly disinclined to inform the waj-fiirers what o'clock

it was. Seated within the shop, sidelong to the window,
witii his pale face bent earnestly over some delicate piece of

mechanism, on which was thrown the concentrated lustro

of a shade-lamp, appeared a young man.
" What can Owen Warland be about ?

" muttered old
Peter Hovenden,—himself a retired watch-maker, and the

fonner master of this same young man, whose occupation
he was now wondering at. *'"\Vhat can the fellow be
about ? These six montlis past, I have never come by hia

shop without seeing him just as steadily at work as now.
It would be a flight beyond his usual foolery to seek for

the Perpetual Motion. And yet I know enough of my old
business to be certain, that what he is now so busy with
is no part of the machinery of a watch."

"Perhaps, father," said Annie, without showing much
interest in the question,

*' Owen is inventing a new kind of

time-keeper. I am sure he has ingenuity enough.**
*'
Pooh, cliild ! he has not the sort of ingenuity to invent

fuiything better than a Dutch toy,*' answered her fatUer,
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who had formerly been put to much vexation by Owen War-
iand's irregular genius.

" A plague on such ingenuity! All
the effect that ever I knew of it Avas, to spoil the accuracy
of some of the best watches in my shop. He would turn the
sun out of its orbit, and derange the whole course of time,
if, as I said before, his ingenuity could grasp anything bigger
than a child's toy!

"

"
Hush, father! he hears you," whispered Annie, pressing

the old man's arm. " His ears areas delicate as his feel-

ings, and you know how easily disturbed they are. Do let

us move on."

So Peter Hovenden and his daughter Annie plodded on,
without further conversation, until, in a by-street of the

town, they found themselves passing the open door of a
blacksmith's shop. Within was seen the forge, now blazing

up, and illuminating the high and dusky roof, and now con-

fining its lustre to a narrow precinct of the coal-strewn

floor, according as to the breath of the bellows was puffed
forth, or again inhaled into its vast leathern lungs. In the

intervals of brightness, it was easy to distinguish objects in

remote corners of the shop, and the horse-shoes that hung
upon the wall; in the momentary gloom, the fire seemed to

be glimmering amidst the vagueness of unenclosed space.

Moving about in this red glare and alternate dusk, was the

figure of the blacksmith, well worthy to bo viewed in so

picturesque an aspect of light and shade, where the bright
blaze struggled with the black night, as if each would have
snatched his comely strength from the other. Anon, he
drew a white-hot bar of iron from the coals, laid it on the

anvil, uplifted his arm of might, and was seen enveloped in

the myriads of sparks which the strokes of his hammer scat-

tered into the surrounding gloom.
"
Now, that is a pleasant sight," said the old watch-maker.

"
I know what it is to work in gold, but give me the worker

, in iron, after all is said and done. Hespeids his labor upon
a reality. AVhat say you, daughter Annie? "

-

"
Pray don't speak so loud, father," whispered Annie.

" Robert Dan forth will hear you."
"And what if he should hear me? "said Peter Hoven-

den;
"

I say again, it is a good and a wholesome thing to

depend upon main strength and reality, and to earn one's

bread with the bare and brawny arm of a blacksmith! A
watch-maker gets his brain puzzled by his wheels within a

wheel, or loses his health or the nicety of his eyesight, as was
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my case ; and finds himself, at middle age, or a little after,

[Wist labor at his ow'h titule, and fit for nothing else, yet
too poor to live at his ease. So, I say once again, give
me main strength for my money. And then, how it takes

tlie nonsense out of a man 1 Did you ever hear of a black-

smith being such a fool as Owen Wai*land, yonder ?
"

"AVell said, uncle Hov indent** sliouted Robert Dan-

forth, from the forge, in a full, deep, merry voice, that

made the roof re-echo. *' And what says Jliss Annie to

that doctrine? She, I suppose, will think it a genteeler
business to tinker up a latly's watch than to forge a horse-

shoe or make a gri Jiron I
**

Annie drew her lather onwai'd, without giving him time

for reply.
But we must return to Owen "Warland's shop, and spend

moi'e meditiUion upon his history and character than either

Peter Ilovenden, or probably his daughter Annie, or

Owen's old school-fellow, Robert Danforth, would have

thought due to so slight a subject. From the time that

his little fingers could grasp a pen-knife, Owen had been
remarkable for a delicate ingenuity, which sometimes pro-
duced pretty shapes in wood, principally figures of flowers

and birds, and sometimes seemed to aim at the hidden mys-
teries of mechanism. But it was always for purposes of

grace, and never with any mockery of the useful. lie did

not, like the crowd of school-boy artisans, constructs little

windmills on the angle of a barn, or watermills across the

neighboring brook. Those who discovered such peculiar

ity in the boy, as to think it worth their while to observe
him closely, sometimes saw reason to suppose that he was

attempting to imitate the beautiful movements of nature,
as exemplified iu the flight of birds or the activity of little

animals. It seemed, in fact, a new development of
the love of the Beautiful, such as might have made him
a iK)et, a painter, or a sculptor, and which was as com-

pletely refined from all utilitarian coarseness, as it could

have been in either of the fine arts. He looked with sin-

gular distaste at the stiff and regular processes of ordinary

machinery. Being once carried to see a steam-engine, in

the expectation that his intuitive comprehension of mechan-
ical principles would be gratified, he turned pale, and grew
sick, as if something monstrous and unnatural had been

presented to him. This horror was partly owing to the

size and terrible energy cf the Iiou Laborer ; for the
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character of Owon's mind -was microscopic, and tended

naturally to the minute, in accordance with his diminutive

frame, and the marvellous smallnees and delicate power of
his fingers. Not that his sense of beauty was thereby
diminished into a sense of prettiness. The beautiful Idea
has no relation to size, and may be as perfectly developed in

a space too minute for any but microscopic investigation, as
within the ample verge that is measured by ihe arc of the
rainbow. But, at all events, this characteristic minute-
ness in his objects and accomplishments made the world
even more incapable than it might otherwise have been,
of appreciating Owen Warland's genius. The boy's rela-

tives saw nothing better to be done—as perhaps there was
not—than to bind him apprentice to a watch-maker, hoping
that his strange ingenuity might thus be regulated, and

put to utilitarian purposes.
Peter Ilovenden's opinion of his apprentice has already

been expressed. He could make nothing of the latl.

Owen's apprehension of the professional mysteries, it is

true, was inconceivably quick. But he altogether forgot
or despised the grand object of a watch-maker's business,
and cared no more for the measurement of time than if it

had been merged into eternity. So long, however, as he
remained under his old master's cai-e, Owen's lack of stur-

diness made it possible, by strict injunctions and sharp
oversight, to restrain his creative eccentricity within bounds.

But when his apprenticeship was served out, and he had
taken the littlo shop which Peter Hovenden's failing eye-

sight compelled him to relinquish, then did people recog-
nize how unfit a person was Owen Warland to lead old

blind Father Time along his daily course. One of his

most rational projects was, to connect a musical operation
with the machinery of his watches, so that all tlie liarsh

dissonances of life might be rendered tuneful, and each flit-

ting moment fall into the abyss of the Past in golden drops
of harmony. If a family-clock was entrusted to him for

repair—one of those tall, ancient clocks that have grown
nearly allied to liuman nature, by measuring out the life-

time of many generations—he would take upon himself to

arrange a dance or funeral procession of figures across its

venerable face, representing twelve mirthful or melancholy
hours. Several freaks of this kind quite destroyed the

I
young watch-maker's credit with that steady and matter-of-

fact class of pco^dc, who liold the opinion that time le no
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to be trifled with, whether considered as the medium of

advancement and prosperity in tliia world, or preparation
>

for tlie next. His custom rai)idly diminished—a misfor-

tune, however, that was probably reckoned among his bet^

ter accidents by Owen AVarland, who was becoming more
and more absorbed in a secret occupation, which drew all

his science and manual dexterity into itself, and likewise

gave full employment to the characteristic tendencies of

his genius. This pursuit had already consumed many
months.

After the old watch-maker and his pretty daughter had

gazed at him, out of the obscurity of street, Owen War-
land was seized with a fluttering of the nerves, which made
liis hand tremble too violently to proceed with such deli-

cate labor as he was now engaged upon.
**It was Annie herselfI" murmured he. *'I should

have known by this throbbing of my heart, before I heard
her father's voice. Ah, how it throbs ! I shall scarcely
be able to work again on this exquisite meclianism to-

night. Annie—dearest Annie—thou shouldst give firm-

ness to my heart and hand, and not shake them thus ; foi'

if I strive to put the very spirit of Beauty into form, and

give it motion, it is for thy sake alone. Oh, throbbing
heart, be quiet ! If my labor be thus thwarted, there w ill

come vague and unsatisfied dreams, wliich will leave me
spiritless to-morrow.'*

As he was endeavoring to settle himself again to his

task, the shop-door opened, and gave admittance to no
other than the stalwart figtu^ which Peter Hovenden had

paused to admire, as seen amid the light and shadow of

the blacksmith's shop. Robert Danforth had brought a
little anvil of his own man'.jfacture, and peculiarly con-

structed, wliich the young artist had recently bespoken.
Owen examined the article, and pronounced it fashioned

according to his wish.
"
AVhy, yes," said Robert Danforth, his strong voice

filling the shop as with the sound of a bass-viol,
'' I con-

- eider myself equal to anything in the way of my own
trade ; though I should have made but a poor figure at

yours, Avith such a fist as this,"—added he, laughing, as he

laid his vast hand beside the delicate one of Owen. " But
what then? I put more main strength into one blow of

my sledge-liammer, than all that you have expended since

you wei-e a 'prentice. Is not that the trath ?
"
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"
Very probably," answered the low and slender voice

of Owen. "
Strength is an earthly monster. I make no

pretensions to it. My force, wliatever tiiere may be of it,

is altogether spiritual."
*' Well, but, Owen, what are you about?" asked his old

school-fellow, still in such a hearty volume of tone that it

made the artist shrink ; especially as the question related

to a subject so sacred as the absorbing dream of liis imag-
ination. *' Folks do say, that you are trying to discover

the Perpetual Motion."
"The Perpetual Motion?—nonsense I** replied Owen

Warland, with a movement of disgust ; for he was full of

little petulances. *'It never can be discovered ! It is a
dream that may delude men wliose brains are mystified
with matter, but not me. Besides, if such a discovery
were possible, it would not be worth my while to make it,

only to have the secret turned to such purposes as are now
effected by steam and water-power. I am not ambitious

to be honored with the paternity of a new kind of cotton-

machine."
" That would be droll enough I

"
cried the blacksmith,

breaking out into such an uproar of laughter, that Owen
himself, and the bell-glasses on his work-board, quivered
in unison. " No, no, Owen I No child of yours will

have iron joints and sinews. Well, I won't hinder you
any more. Good night, Owen, and success ; and if you
need any assistance, so far as a downright blow of ham-
mer ujx>n anvil will answer the purpose, I'm your man 1

"

And with another laugh, the man of main strength left

the shop.
"IIow strange it is," whispered Owen Warland to him-

self, leaning his head upon his hand,
" that all my musings,

my purposes, my passion for the Beautiful, my conscious-

,
ness of power to create it—a finer, more ethereal power,

.';
of which tliis earthly giant can have no conce[)tion—;dl,

f all, look so vain and idle, whenever my path is crossed by
Robert Danforthl lie would drive me mad, wei'e I to

meet Mm often. His hard, brute force darkens and con-

fuses the spiritual element within me. But I, too, will be

(strong in my own way. I will not yield to him !

"

He took from beneath a glass, a piece ol' minute ma-

chinery, which he set in the condensed light of his lamp,
and, looking intently at it through a magnifying glass,

proceeded to operate with a delicate instrument of steel
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fn an instant, however, lie fell back in his chair, and

clasped his lian<1s, with a look of horror on his face, that

made its small features as impressive as those of a giant
would have been.

''Heaven I "What have I done !" exclaimed he. "The
vapor!—the influence of that brute force !-^it has bewil-

dered me, and obscured my perception. I have made the

very stroke—the fatal stroke—that I have dreaded from

the first! It is all over—the. toil of months—the object
of my life 1 I am ruined !

"

And there he sat, in sti-ange despair, until hia lamp
flickered in the socket, and left the Artist of the Beautiful

in darkness.

Thus it is, that ideas which grow up within the imagin,

ation, and appear so lovely to it, and of a value beyond
whatever men call valuable, iire exposed to be shattered

and annihilated by contact with the Practical. It is

requisite for the ideal artist to possess a force of cluracter

that seems hardly compatible with its delicacy ; he must

keep his Yaith in himself, while the incredulous world

assails him with its utter disbelief; he must stand up
against mankind and be his own sole disciple, both as re-

spects his genius, and the objects to which it is directed.

F'or a time, Oweo Warland succumbed to this severe,

but inevitable test. He spent a few sluggish weeks, wiili

his head so continually resting in his hands, that the

townspeople had scaxcely an opiK)rtunity to see .his coun-

tenance. When, at last, it was again uplifted to the light
of day, a cold, dull, nameless change was perceptible upon
it. In the opinion of Peter Hovendon, however, and that

order of sagacious understandings who thiHk that life

should be regulated, like clock-work, v/ith leaden weights,
the altei-ation was entirely for tlie better, Owen now,

indeed, applied himself to business with dogged industry,
it was marvellous to witness the obtuse gravity with which
iie would inspect the wheels of a great, old silver watch;

iliereby delighting the owner, in whose fob it had been
worn till he deemed it a portion of his own life, and was

accordingly jealous of its treatment. In consequence of

the good i-eport thus acquired, Owen Warland was invited

by the proper authorities to regulate the clock in the

church-steeple. He succeeded so admirably in this matter

of public int^'rest, tliat the merchants gruffly acknowl-

eOiied his merits on 'Chan-ie; the nurse whispered his
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praises?, as she gave the potion in the sick-cliamber ; the
lover blessed him at the hour of appointed interview; and
the town in general thanked Owen for the punctualityof

dinnerrlime. In a word, the heavy weight upon his spir-
its kept everything in order, not merely within his own
system, but wheresoever the iron accents of the church-

clock were audible. It was a circumstance, though mi-

nute, yet characteristic of his present state, that, when

employed to engrave names or initials on silver spoons, he
now wrote the requisite letters in the plainest possible

'

style ; omitting a variety of fanciful flourishes, that had
heretofore distinguished his work in this kind.

One day, during the era of this happy transformation,
old Peter Ilovenden came to visit his former apprentice.

" Well, Owen," said he,
<' I am glad to hear such good

accounts of you from all quarters ; and especially from
the town-clock yonder, which speaks in your commenda-
tion eveiy hour of tlie twenty-four. Only get rid alto-

gether of your nonsensical trash about tlie Beautiful—
which I, nor nobody else, nor yourself to boot, could ever
understand—only free yourself of that, and your success

in life is as sure as daylight. Why, if you go on in this

way, I should even venture to let you doctor this precious
old watch of mine ; though, except my daughter Annie, I
have nothing else so valuable in the world."

"I should hai-dly dare touch it, sir," replied Owen in a

depressed tone ; for he was weighed down by his old mas-
tor's presence.

*'In time,** said the latter, *'in time, you will be capa-
ble of it."

The old watch-maker, with the freedom naturally conse-

quent on his former authority, went on inspecting the work
which Owen had in hand ut the moment, together with

otiier matters that were in progress. The artist, mean-

while, could scarcely lift his head. There was nothing so

juitinodal to his nature as this man's cold, unimaginative

sagacity, by contact with which everything was converted

into a dream, except the densest matter of the physical
world. Owen groaned in spirit, and prayed fervently to

be delivered from him.

"But wliat is this? "
cried Peter Hovenden abruptly,

taking up a dusty bell-glass, beneath which appcarc d a

m<H'hanic;il sonu'thing, as delic4ite and minute as tlie S3 s-
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Owen, Owen ! there is witcbcraft in these little chains,
and ^Ybeels and paddles! See! with one pinch of my fin-

ger and thumb, I am going to deliver you H'om all future

pfr'il."
•• For Heaven's sake,** Ecreamed Owen "Warland, spring-

ing up with woudertul ener>ry,
" as you would not drive

me uiaJ—do not touch it I The eliglitest pressure of your

fijiger would ruin me for ever."
"
Alia, young man ! And is it so ?

*'
said the old watch-

maker, looking at hiui with just enough of penetration to

torture Owen's soul with the bitterness ofworldly criticism.

""Will; take your own course. Eut I warn you again,
that in this small piece of mechanism lives your evil spirit
Shall I es»»-cise him?"

*' You ar3 my Evil Spirit,** answered Owen, much
excited—"

you, and the hard, coarse world I The leaden

thoughts and the despondency that you fiing upon me are

my clogs. Else, I should long ago have achieved the task

that I was created for.'*

Peter Ilovenden shook his head, with the mixture of

contempt and indignation which mankind, of whom he
v.jis partly a representative, deem themselves entitled to

feel towards all simpletons who seek other prizes than the

dusty one along the highway. He then took his leave

with an uplifted finger, and a sneer upon bis face, that
haunted the artist's dreams for many a night afterwards.

At the time of his old master's visit, Owen was probably
on the point of taking up the relinquished task ; but, by
this sinister event, he was thrown Lack into the state

whence he had been slowly emerging.
But the innate tendency of his soul had only been accu-

mnlatuig fresh vigor, during its apparent sluggishness. As
the summer advanced, he almost totally relinquished his

business, and permitted Father Time, so far as the old

gentleman was represented by the clocks and watches
under his control, to stray at random through human life,

making infinite confusion among the train of bewildered

hours. He wasted the sunshine,, as people said, in wan-

dering through the woods and fields, and ilong the banks
of streams. There, like a child, he found amusement in

chasing butterflies, or watching the motions of water-

insects. There was smnething truly mysterious in the

intentness with which he contemplated these living play-

things, as they 8jx>rted on tiie breeze ; or examined tho
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Bti-uctiire of an imperuil insect whom he had imprisoned.
I The chase of

hutterflies^'was
an apt emblem of the ideal

pursuit in which he had spent so many golden hours. /But.
would the Beautiful Idea ever le yielded to his hand, like

the butterfly that symbolized it? Sweet, doubtless, were
these days, and congenial to the artist's soul. They were
lull of bright conceptions, which gleamed through his

intellectual world, as the butterfiies gleamed through the
outward atmosphere, and were real to him for the instant,
v.ithout the toil, and perplexity, and many disappointments,
of attempting to make them visible to the sensual eye.
Alas, that the artist, whether in poetry or whatever other

material, may not content himself with the inward enjoy-
ment of the Beautiful, but must chase the flitting mystery
beyond the verge of his ethereal domain, and crush its

frail being in seizing it with a material grasp ! Owen
Warland felt the impulse to give external reality to his

ideas, as irresistibly rs any of the poets or painters, who
have arrayed the world in a dimmer and fainter beauty,

imperfectly copied from the richness of their visions.

The night was now his time for the slow progress of

recreating the one Idea, to which all his intellectual activity
referred itself. Always at the approach of dusk, he stole

into the town, locked himself within his shop, and wrought
with patient delicacy of touch, for many hours. Some-
times he was startled by the rap of the watchman, who,
when all the world should be asleep, had caught the gleam
of lamplight through the crevices of Owen Warland's shut-

ters. Daylight, to the morbid sensibility of his mind,
seemed to have an intrusiveness that interfered with his

pursuits. On cloudy and inclement days, therefore, lie

sat with his head upon his hands, muffling, as it were, his

sensitive brain in a mist of indefinite nuising; for it was
a relief to escape from the sharp distinctness with whieh
he was compelled to shape out l.is thoughts, during his

nightly toil.

From one of these fits of torpor, he was aroused by the

entrance of Annie Ilovenden, who came into the shop
with the freedom of a customer, Hnd also with something"
of the familiarity of a childish friend. She had worn a
hole through her silver thimble, and wanted Owen to

repair it.

''But I don't know whetiier ^ou will condescend to
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Bucb a task," said shc; laughing,
" now that yon are so

taken up \vith the notion of putting spiiit into machinery."
'•Where did you get tluit idea, Annie?" said Owen,

St.;; ting in surprise.

'-Oh, out of my own head," answered she, "and from

something that I heard you say, long ago, when you were
but a boy, and I a little child. But, come ! wiL you mend
this [foor thimble ofmine? "

*'

Anything for your sake, Annie," said Owen "Warland—"anything; even were it to woik at liobeit Danfoith's

foj-ge."

"And that would be a pretty sight I
"

retorted Annie,
glancing with impei'ceptible sliglitnoss at the artist's small
and slender fnune. " Well ; htre is the thimble."

'' But that is a strange idea ofyours," said Owen, •'about

the spirituiJization of matter!"
And then the thought stole into his mind, that th's

young girl possessed the gift to comprehend liim, bettci

than all the world beside. And what a help and strengtii
would it be to him, in his lonely toil, if he could gain the

sympathy of the only being whom he loved ! To persons
whose pursuits are insulated from the common business of

life—who are either in advance of mankind, or apart from
it—there often comes a sensation of moral cold, that makes
the sj)irit shiver, as if it had reached the frozen solitudes

around the pole. What tlie prophet, the poet, the

reformer, the criminal, or any other man, with human

yearnings, but separated from the multitude by a peculiar

lot, might feel, poor Owen Warland felt.

"
Annie," cried lie, growing pale as death at the thought,

" how gladly would I tell you the secret of my pursuit I

You, methinks, would estimate it rightly. You, I know,
would hear it with a reverence that I must net expect
from the harsh, material world."

" Would I not ! to be sure I would !
"

replied Annie

Hovenden, lightly Laughing.
" Come ; explain to me

quickly what is the meaning of this little whirligig, so

delicately Avrought that it might be a plaything for Queen
Mab. See; I will put it in motion."

" Ho; 1," exckimed Owen, " hold !
"

Annie had but given the slightest possible touch, witb.

the point of a needle, to the same minute portion of com-

plicated machinery which has been more than once raen-

^oued, yf]wu the aitisj- seized her by the wrist vriiUaforce
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that made her scream aloud. She was aflTriglited at tha

convulsion of intiinse rage and anguisli that writhed aciosss

his features. The next instant he let his head sink upon
his hands.

" Go, Annie," murmured lie,
*' I have deceived myself,

andmusT Buffer for it. I yearned for synipathy—nnd

thought—and fancied—and dreamed—that you might

give it me. But you lack the talisman, Annie, that

should admit you into my secrets. That touch has undone
the toil of months, and the thought ofa lifetime ! It was
not your fault, Annie—^but you have ruined me !

"

Poor Owen Warland ! He had indeed eiTcd, yet par-

donably ; for if any human spirit could have sufficiently
reverenced the processes so sacred in his eyes, it must
have been a woman's. Even Annie Ilovenden, possibly,

miglit not have disappointed him, had she been enlightened

by the deep intelligence of love.

The artist spent the ensuing winter in a way thnt satis-

fied any persons, w^ho had hitherto retained a hopeful

opinion of him, that he was, in truth, irrevocably doomed
to inutility as regarded the world, and to an evil destiny
on his own jiart. The decease of a relative had put him
in possession of a small inheritance. Thus freed from tlie

necessity of toil, and having lost the steadfast inlhience of

a great purpose—great, at least, to him—he abandoned

himself to habits from which, it might have been siii)-

posed, the mere delicacy of his organization would liave

availed to secure him. But wdien the ethereal portion of a
man of genius is obscured, the earthly part assumes an

influence the more uncontrollable, because the character is

now throwni off the balance to which Providence had so

nicely adjusted it, aiul which, in coarser natures, is

adjusted by some otlicr method. Owen Warland made

pi'oof of whatever show of bliss may be found in riot. He
looked at the world through the golden medium of wine,

and contemplated the visions that bubble up so gaily
around the biim of the glass, and that people the air with

shapes of pleasant madness, which so soon grow ghostly
and forlorn. Even when this dismal and inevitable

change had taken place, the young man might still have
continued to (piaff the cup of enchantments, though its

vapor did but shroud life in gloom, and fill the ghiom with

spectres that mocked at him. There was a certain irk-

^weue^s gf spirit, whio!)} l^^iog Tt'id; mid tUQ Uee^eet seiv
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Bation of wliich tlie artist was now conscious, was more
intolerable than any fantastic miseries and horrors that the

abuse of wine could summon up. In the latter case, he
could i-emeniber, even out of the midst of his trouble, that

all Avas but a delusion ; in the former^ the heavy anguish
was his actual life.

From this perilous state, he was redeemed by an inci-

dent which more than one pei-son witnessed, but of which
the shrewdest could not explain nor conjecture the opera-
tion on Owen "Warland's mind. It M'as very eiaiple. On
a warm afternoon of Spring, as the artist sat among his

riotous companions, with a glass of wine before him, a

splendid buttei-fly flew in at the open window, and flut-

tered about his head.

**Ahl '*
exclaimed Owen, who had drank freely,

** Are

you alive again, ch'ld of the sun, and playmate of the sum-
mer breeze, ai'ter your dismal winter's nap 1 Then it is time

for me to be at work 1

"

And leaving his uncmptied glass upon the tiible, he de-

parted, and was never known to sip another drop of wine.

And now, again, he resumed his wanderings in the

woods and fields. It might be fancied that the bright but-

terfly, which liad come so spiritlike into the window, a3
Owen sat with the rude revellers, was indeed a spirit, com-
missioned to recall him to the pure, ideal life that had so

etherealized Idm among men. It might be fancied, that
he went forth to seek this spirit, in its sunny haunts; for

still, as in the summer-time gone by, he was seen to steal

gently up, wherever a butterfly had alighted, and lose him-
self in contemplation of it. "When it took flight, his eyes
followed the winged vision, as if its airy track would show
the path to heaven. But what could be the purpose of
the unseasonable toil, which was again resumed, as the
watchman knew by the lines of Iami)-ligl;t through the
crevices oi Owen "Warland's shutters? 'ihe townspeople
had one comprehensive explanation of all these singulari-
ties. Owen Warland had gone mad ! How univei-sally
efiicacious—how satisfactory, too, and soothing to the

injured sensibility of narrowness and dullness—is this easy
method of accounting for whatever lies beyond the world's

most ordinary scope ! Fi"om Saint Paul's days, down to

our poor little Artist of the Beautiful, the same talisman

had been applied to the eluciilation of all mysteries in

tlie words or deeds of men, who eyoke or acted too \i\sQ\f
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or too well. In Owen Warland's case, the judgment of

his townspeople may have been correct. Perhaps lie was
mad. The lack of sympathy—that contrast between him-

self and his neighbors, which took away (he restraint of

example—was enougli to make him so. Or, possibly, he

had caught just so much of ethereal radiance as served to

bewilder him, in an eailhly sense, by its intermixture with

the common daylight.
One evening, when the artist had returned from a cus-

tomary ramble, and had just tln-own the lustre of liis lamp
on tho delicate piece of work, so often interrupted, but

Klill taken up again, as if his fate were embodied in its

mechanism, he "was surprised by the entrance of old Peter

llovenden. Owen never met this man without a shrink-

ing of the heart. Of all the world, he was most terrible,

by reason ofa keen understanding, which saw so distinctly
what it did see, and disbelieved so uncompromisingly in

what it could not see. On this occasion, the old watch-

maker had merely a gracious word or two to say.
" Owen, my lad," said he,

" we must see you at my
house to-morrow jaght."
Tho artist began to mutter some excuse.
" Oh, but it must be so,'* quoth Peter ITovenden, "for

the sake of tho dii}-3 when you were one of the household.

"What, my boy, don't you know that my daughter Annie

is engaged to llobert Danforth ? "VVe are making an en-

tertainment, in our humble way, to celebrate the event.'*

" Ah r* said Owen.
That little monosyllable was nil he uttered ; its tone

seemed cold and unconcerned, to an ear lilic Peter Iloven-

den's; and yet there was in it the stifled outcry oi the

jwor artist's heart, which he con)])ressed within him like a

laiui holding down an evil spirit. One slight outbreak,

Jiowever, imperceptible to the old watch-maker, hcjillowed

liimself. Paising the instrument with which he was

about to begin his work, he let it fall upon the lillle sys-

tem of machinery that had, anew, cost him months of

thought and toil. It Avas sliattered by the stroke !

Owen Warland's story would have b(.'en yio tolerable

representation of tho troubled life of those who strive to

,j

create the Peautiful, if, amid all other thwarting iiiflu-

i ences, love had not tnteri)osed to steal the cumiing from

his hand. Oatwardl^he had been no ardent or cnterjiris-

iJig lov<;ri>he career of his passion hud conUncd its
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tumults and vicissitudes so entirely within the artist's im-

agination, that Annie herself had scarcely more than a

woman's intuitive perception of it. But, in Owen's view,
it covered the whole field of his life. Forgetful of the

time when she had shown herself incapable of any deep

response, he had persisted in connecting all his dreams of

artisticnl success wir') A; \'.\< '< imngi": :^1ii' was the vi-)i>I'^

sh,t{M' ill ^vl'.i-'i 'lie sjiiritu,-;! p.'wt-f That h<:' worshipped, and
'>n wliose altar he hoped to lava not unworthy offering,

was made manifest to him. Of course he had deceived

himself; there were no .such attributes in Annie Hoveu
den as his imagination had endowed her with. S!.' ii

the aspect which she wore to his inward vision, v

much a creation of his own, as the mysterious pit. c ;

mechanism would be were it ever realized. Had he

become convinced of his mistake through the medium of

successful love; had he won Annie to his bosom, and
there beheld her fade from angel into ordinary woman,
the disappointment might have driven him back, with con-

centrated energy, upon his sole remaining object. On the

other hand, had he found Annie what he fancied, Iiis lot

woidd have been so rich in beauty, that out of its mere

redundancy he might have wrought the Beautiful into

many a worthier type than he had toiled for. But the

guise in which his sorrow came to him, the sense that the

angel of his life had been snatched away and given to a

rude man of earth and iron, who coidd neither need nor

appreciate her ministrations; this was the very jun-versity
of fate, that makes human existence appear too absurd and

contradictory to be the scene of one other hope or one
other fear. There was nothing left for Owen Warland but
to sit down like a man that had been stunned.

He went through a fit of illness. After his recovery,
his small and slender frame assumed an obtuser garniture
of flesh tlian it had ever before worn. His tliin cheeks

became round; his delicate little hand, so spiritually fash-

ioned to achieve fairy task-work, grew plumper than the

hand of a thriving infant. His aspect had a childishness,
such as might have induced a stranger to pat him on the

head—pausing, however, in the act, to wonder what man-
ner of child was here. It was as if the spirit had gone out
of him, leaving the body to flourish in a sort of vegetable
existence. Not that Owen Warland was idiotic. He
could talk, and not irrationally. Somewhat of a babbler^
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Indeed, did people begin to tliink him ; foi* he was apt to

discourse at wearisome length, of marvels of mocliauism
that lie had read about in books, but v liieli he luul k-ained

to consider jis absolutely fabulous. Among them he enum-
erated the Man of lij-ass, constructed by Albertus Maginis,
and the Brazen Head of Friar Bacon ; and, coming down
to later times, the automata of a little coach and horses,

wliich, it was pretended, had been manufactured for the

Dauphin of France; together witli an insect tliat buzzed
about the ear like a living fly, ami yet was but a contri-

vance of minute steel springs. There was a story, too, of

a duck that waddled, and quacked, and ate; though, had

any honest citizen purchased it for dinner, he voiild have
found himself cheated with the mere mechanical apparition
of a duck,

" But all these accounts,** said Owen "VTai-land,
" I am

now satisfied, are mere impositions.'*

Then, in a mysterious way, he would confess that he
once thought difierently. In his idle and dreamy days he

/had considered it possible, in a certain sense, to spiritualize

machinery; and to combine witli the new species of lift

and motion, thus produced, a beauty t'lat should attain to

I the ideal, which Kature h;is proposed to herself, in all her

creatures, but has never taken pains to realize. lie seemed,

however, to retain no very d'.Ktinct perception eitlier of

the process of achieving this object, or of the design itself.

"1 have tin-own it all asiclc nov.-," he would say. "It

was a dream, such as young men are always mystifying
themselves with. Kow tl.at I Lave acquired a little com-
mon sense, it makes me hu:;-h to tb.ink of it."

Poor, poor, and fallen Owen Vrarlandl These were
the symptoms that he had ceased to be aniidiabitant of the

better sphei*o that lies unseen around us. He had lost his

faith in the invisible, and now prided himself, as sudi

inifortunatea invariably do, in the wisdom which rejected
nuicli that even his eye could see, and trusted confidently
in nothing but what his hand could touch. This is the

calamity of men Avhose spiritual part dies out of them, and
leaves the gi'osser understanding to assimilate them more
and more to the things of which alom; it can take cogni-
zance. But, in Owen Warland, the spirit was not dead,
nor past away ; it only slept.
How it awoke again, is not recorded. Perhaps, the

torpid slumber was bit)keu by a convulsive pain. Per-
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haps, as in a former instance, the butterfly came and hov-

ered about bis head, and reinspired him—as, indeed, this

creature of the sunshine had always a mysterious mission

for the artist—reinspired him with the former purpose of

his life. Whether it were pain or happiness that thrilled

through his veins, his first impulse was to thank Heaven
for rendering him again the being of thought, imagination,
and keenest sensibility, that he had long ceased to be.

" Now for my task," said he. " Never did I feel such

strength for it as now.*

Yet, strong as he felt himself, he was incited to toil

.the more diligently, by an anxiety lest deatli should sur-.

prifje him in the midst of his labors. This anxiety, per-

haps, is common to all men who set their hearts upon any-

thing so high, in their own view of it, that life becomes of

importance only as conditional to its accomplishment. So

long as we love life for itself, we seldom dread the losing
it. "When we desire hfe for the attainment of an object,

•we recognize the frailty of its texture. But, side by side

with this sense of insecurity, there is a vital faith in our

invulnerability to the shaft of death, while engaged in any
task that seems assigned by Providence as our proper

thing to do, and which the world would have cause to

mourn for, should we leave it unaccomplished. Can the

philosopher, big with the inspiration of an idea that is to

reform mankind, believe that be is to be beckoned from

this sensible existence, at tlic veiy instant Avhen he is mus-

tering his breath to speak the word of light? Should he

perish so, the weary ages may pass away—the world's

whole life-sand may fall, drop by drop—before another

intellect is prepared to develop the truth that might have

been uttered then. But history affords many an example,
where the most precious spirit, at any particular epoch
manifested in human shape, has gone hence untimely,
without space allowed him, so far as mortal judgment
could discern, to perform his mission on the earth. The

prophet dies ; and the man of toiiiid heart and sluggish
bi-ain lives on. The poet leaves his song half sung, or fin-

ishes it, beyond the scope of mortal ears, in a celestial

choir. The painter—as Allston did—leaves half his con-

ception on the canvas, to sadden us with its imperfect

beauty, and goes to picture forth the whole, if it be no
irreverence to say so, in the hues ofHeaven. But. rather,

such incomplete designs of this life wUl be perfected
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nowhere. This so frequent abortion of man's dearest pro.

jecta must be taken as a proof, that the deeds of earth,

however etherealized by piety or genius, are without viilue,

except as exercises and manifestations of the spirit. In

Heaven, all ordinary thought is higlier and more melo-

dious than Milton's song. Then, would he add another

verse to any strain that he had left unfinished here?

But to return tcT Owen Warland. It was his forttme,

gcjod or ill, to achieve the purpose of his life. Pass we
over a long space of intense thought, yearning effort, mi-

nute toil, and wasting anxiety, succeeded by an instant of

solitary triumph ; let all this be imagined ; and then

behold flie artist, on a winter evemng, seeking admittance

to Hubert Danforth's fireside circle. There he found the

Man of Iron, with his massive substance, thoroughly warmed
and attempei-ed by domestic influences. And there

was Annie, too, now transformed into a matron, with much
of her husband's plain and sturdy nature, but imbued, as

Owen Warland still believed, with a finer grace, that

might enable her to be the interpreter between Strength
and Beauty. It happened, likewise, that old Peter Ho-
venden was a guest, this evening, at his daughter's fa-eside ;

and it was his well-remembered expression of keen, cold

criticism, that first encountered the artist's glance.
" My old friend Owen !

"
cried Robert Danfbilh, start-

ing up, and compressing the artist's delicate fingers within

a hand that was accustomed to gripe bars of iron. " This

is kind and neighborly, to come to us at last! I wag
afraid your Perpetual Motion had bewitched you out of the

remembrance of old times."
"We are glad to see you !

'*
said Annie, while a blush

reddened her matronly cheek. *' It was not like a friend

to stay from us so long.'*

,
"Well, Owen," inquired the old watch-maker, as his

first greeting, "liow comes on the Beautiful? Have you
) created it at last?"

The artist did not immediately reply, being startled by
the apparition of a young child of strength, that was tum-

bling about on the carpet; a little personage who had

i;omc mysteriousljjout_of Jhajniiiiite^ but with something
Bo~ 8turdy~arid^real in his comjjosition that he seemed
moulded' out of the densest substance which earth could

supply. This hopeful infant crawled towards the new

corner, and setting himself on end—as Robert Danforth
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expix-'ssed the posture—stared at Owen with a look of such

sagjxcious observation, that the mother could not help

exchanging a proud glance with her husband. But the

artist was disturbed by the child's look, as imagining a
resemblance between it and Peter Ilovendcn's habitual

expression. He could have fancied thiit the old watch-

maker was compressed into this liaby-^!:a|K', and looknig
out of those baby-ejes, and re[;cating

—a.i he now did—the

malicious question :

"The Beautiful, Owen! How comes on the Beautiful?

Have you succeeded in creating the rx'autiful?"

"I have succeeded," replied the artist, with a momen-

tary light of triumph in his eyes, and a smile of sunshine,

yet steeped in such depth of thought, thnt it Avas almost

sadness. "Yes, my friends, it is the truth. I have suc-

ceeded !
'*

"Indeed!** cried Annie, a look of maiden mirthfulness

peeping out of her face again.
" iVnd is it lawful, now, to

inquire what the secret is?"
"
Surely ; it is to disclose it, that I have come," answered

Owen Warland. "You shall know, and see, and touch,
and possess the secret ! For, Annie—if by that name I

may still address the friend of my boyish yeai*s
—Annie,

it is for your bridal gift that I have wrought thisspuitual-
ized mechanism, this haiTnony of motion, tiiis Mystery of

Beauty ! It comes late, indeed ; but it is as we go onward
in life, when objects begin to lose their freshness of hue,
and our souls their delicacy of perception, that the spirit
of Beauty is most needed. If—forgive me, Amiie—if you
know how to value this gift, it can never come too late!"

He produced, as he spoke, what seemed a jewel-box. It

was carved richly out of ebony by his own hand, and inlaid

with a fanciful tracery of pearl, representing a boy in pur-
suit of a butterfly, wliich, elsewhere, hatl become a winge<l

spirit, and was flying heavenward; while the boy, or

youth, had found such efficacy in his strong desire, that

he ascended from earth to cloud, and from cloud to celes-

tial atmospliere, to win the Beautiful. Tliis case of ebony
the artist ojwned, and bade Annie place her finger on its

etlge. She did so, but almost scivamed, -as a buttertly
fluttered forth, and, alighting on her finger's tip, siit wav-

ing the ample magnificence of its purple and gold-sfK'ckled

wings, as if in prelude to a flight. It is impossible to

expi-ess by words the glory, the splendor, the delicate



33^ MOSSfeS tilOM AN OLD MANSfi,

gorgeousness, which were softened into the beauty of this

1

object. Nature's ideal butterfly was here realized in all

its perfection; not in the pattern of such faded insects as

flit among earthly flowers, but of those which hoTer across

the meads of Paradise, for child-angels and the spirits of

departed infants to disport themselves with. The rich

down was visible upon its wings; the lustre of its eyes
seemed instinct with spirit. The firelight glimmered
around this wonder—the candles gleamed upon it—but it

glistened apparently by its own radiance, and illuminated

the finger and outstretched hand on which it rested, with

a white gleam like that of precious stones. In its perfect

beauty, the consideration of size was entirely lost. Had
its wings overreached the firmament, the mind could not

have been more filled or satisfied.

"Beautiful! Beautiful!" exclaimed Annie. ''Is it

alive? Is it alive?"

"Alive? To be sure it is," answered her husband.

"Do you suppose any mortal has skill enough *to make a

butterfly,
—or would put himself to the trouble of making

one, when any child may catch a score of them in a sum-

mer's afternoon ? Alive ? certainly ! But this pretty box

is undoubtedly of our friend Owen's manufacture; and

really it does him credit."

At this moment, the butterfly waved its wings anew,
with a motion so absolutely lifelike that Annie was startled,

and even awe-stricken; for, in spite of her husband's

opinion, she could not satisfy herself whether it was indeed

a living creature, or a piece of wondrous mechanism.

"Is it alive?" she repeated, more earnestly than before.

"Judge for yourself," said Owen Warland, who stood

gazing in her face with fixed attention.

The butterfly now flung itself upon the air, fluttered

round Annie's head, and soared into a distant region of

the parlor, still making itself perceptible to sight by the

starry gleam in which the motion of its wings enveloped

it. The infant, on the floor, followed its course with his

sagacious little eyes. After flying about the room, it

returned, in a spiral curve, and settled again on Annie's

finger.
" But is it alive?" exclaimed she again; and the finger,

on which the gorgeous mystery iiad alighted, was so trem-

ulous that the butterfly was forced to balance himself with
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his wings. "Tell me if it be alive, or whether yott
created it?"

"Wherefore ask who created it, so it be beautiful?**

replied Owen AVarlanJ. "Alive? Yes, Annie; it may
well be said to possess life, for it has absorbed my own

being into its<,'lf; and in the secret of tha,' butterfly, and
in its beauty—which is not merely outwai* I, but deep a3

its whole system—is re[)rescnted the intellect, the imagin-

ation, the sensibility, the soul, of an Artist of the Beauti-

ful! Yes, I created it. But"—and here his countenance

somewhut changed—" this butt'i-fly is not now to uie .vh:it

it wiis when I beheld it afar off, in the day-dreams of my
yout'i."

" Be it what it may, it is a pretty plaything,
**
said the

blacksmith, grinning with childlike delight^ "I wonder
whether it would condescend to alight on such a great
clumsy finger as mine? Hold it liiiher, Annie!"

By the artist's direction, Annie touched her finger's tip
to that of her husband ; and, after a momentary delay, tha

buttei-fly fluttered from one to the other. It preluded a
second flight by a similar, yet not precisely the same wav-

ing of wings, as in tlie first experiment. Then ascending
from the blacksmith's stalwart finger, it rose in a gradually

enlarging curve to the ceiling, made one'wide sweep around
the room, and returned with an undulating movement to

the point whence it had started.
"
Well, that does beat all nature !

'*
cried Robert Dan-

forth, bestowing the heartiest praise that he could find

expression for; and, indeed, had he paused there, a man
of finer words and nicer perception could not easily have
said more. " That goes beyond me, I confess! But what
then? There is more real use in one downright blow of

my sledge-hammer, than in the whole five years' labor

that our friend Owen has wasted on this butterfly !

"

Here tlie child clapped his hands, and made a great
babble of indistinct utterance, apparently demanding that

the butterfly should be given him for a plaything.
Owen Warland, meanwhile, glanced sidelong at Anr.i?.

to discover whether she sympathized in her husband'?

estimate of the comparative value of the Beautiful and the

Pmctical. There was, amid all her kindness towards

himself, amid all the wonder and admiration with whi. li

ehe contemplated the marvellous work of his hands, and
iucaraation of bis idea, a secret scorn ; too secret, perhaps,
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for her own consciousness, and perceptible Only to such
intuitive discernment as tliat of the artist. But Owen, in

the hitter stages of his pursuit, had risen out of tlie region
in whicli such a discovery might have been torture, lie

knew that the woild, and Annie as the representative of

tlie world, wliatever praise might be bestowed, could never

say the fittii;^ word, nor feel tlie fitting sentiment which
should be the perfect reconi[)ense of an artist who, symbol-
izing a lofty moral by a material trifle—converting what
was earthly to spiritual gold—had won the Beautiful into

his handiwork. Not at this latest moment was he to learn
that the reward of all high i)erformance must be sought
within itself, or sought in vain. There was, however, a
view of the matter, which Annie, and her husband, and
eren Peter Ilovenden, might fully have understood, and
Avhich would have satisfied them that the toil of years had
here been wortliily bestowed. Owen Warland might have
told them, that this butterfly, this plaything, this bridal-

gift of a poor watch-maker to a blacksmith's wife, was, in

trutli, a gem of art that a monarch would have purchased
with honors and abundanr"\vcaini7 and have treasured it

among the jewels of his kingdom, as the most unique and
wondrous of them all! But the artist smiled and kept
the secret to himself.

"
Father," said Annie, tln'nking that a word of praise

from the old watch-maker might gratify his foi'mer appren-
tice, "do come and admire this pi'ctty buttei'fly-I

"

"Let us see," said Petcn* Ilovenden, lising from his

chair, with a sneer upon his face that always made people
doubt, as he himself did, in everything but a material exis.

tence. " Here is my finger for it to alight u[;on. I sludl

understand it better when once I have touched it.**

But, to the increased astonishment of Annie, when the

tip of her f ither's finger was pressed against that of her

husband, on which the butterfly still rested, the insect

drooped its wings, and seemed on th(> point of falling to

the floor. Even the bright spots of gold upon its winga
(iiid body, unless l)er eyes deceived her, grew dim, and llio

glowing purple took a dusky hue, and the starry lustre

!hat gleamed aiwnul the blacksmith's hand became faint,
and vanished.

**It is dyingi it is dying!** cried Annie, in alarm.

"It has been delicately wrought," said the artist, calmly.
"As I told you, it has imbibed u spiritual essence—call it
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magnetism, or what you will. In an atmosphere of doubt

and mockery, its exquisite susceptibility suflei-s torture, aa

does the soul of him who instilled Lis own life into it It

has already lost its beauty ; in a few moments more, ita

mechanism would be irreiMirably injured."

"Take away your hand, father!" entreated Annie,

tiu-ning pale,
" Here is my child ;

let it rest on his inno-

cent hand. There, perhaps, its life will revive, and its

colors gi-ow brighter than ever."

Her father, with an acrid smile, withdrew his finger.

The butterfly then appeared to recover the power of vol-

untary motion ; while its hues assumed much of their

original lustre, and the gleam of starlight, which was its

meet ethereal attribute, again formed a halo round alx)ut

it. At first, when transferred from Robert Donforth's

hand to the small fiiigr of the child, this radiance grew
so powerful that it positively threw the little fellow's

shadow back against the wall. He, meanwhile, extended

his plump hand as he had seen his fiither and mother do,

and watched the wavmg of the insect's wings with infan-

tine delight. Nevertheless, there was a certain otld ex-

pression of sagacity, that made Owen Warland feel as if

here were old Peter Hovenden, partially, and but partially,

redeemed from his hard scepticism into childish faith.

" How wise the little monkey looks I
"
whispered Robert

Danforth to his wife.
" I never saw such a look on a child's face,** answered

Annie, admiring her own infant, and with gootl reason,

far more tlian the artistic butterfly.
** The dailiug knows

more of the mystery than we do."

As if the butterfly, like the artist, were consfious of

something not entirely congenial in the child's natun^
it alternately sparkled and gi-ew dim. At length, it

arose from the small nand of tlie infant with an airy

motion, tliat seemed to bear it upwai-d without an effort;

HS if the ethereal instincts, v.uh which its master's spirit

had endowed it, imjielled this fair vision invohmtarily to a

hiirher sphere. Had there been no obstruction, it might
have soared into the sky, and grown immortal. But its

lustre gleamed uix>n the ceiling ; the exquisite texture of

its wiiiiis bruslied against that earthly meilium ; and a

sparkle or two, as if star-tlust, float<^. downward and lay

gliuiiueriiig
on the carpet Then tiic

butterfly came flut-
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tering down, and, instead of returning to tlie infant, waa

apparently attracted towards the artist's hand.

"Not so, not so!" murmured Owen Warland, as if his

handiwork could have understood him. *' Thou liast gono
forth out of thy master's heart. There is no return for

thee!'*

With a wavering movement, and emitting a frcmulour'

radiance, the buttei-fly struggled, as it were, towards the

infant, and was about to alight upon his finger. But, while

it still hovered in the air, the little Child of Strength,
with his grandsire's sharp and shrewd expression in his

face, made a snatch at the marvelous insect, and com-

pressed it in his hand. Annie screamed ! Old Peter
Ilovenden burst into a cold and scornful laugh. The
blacksmith, by main force, unclosed the infant's hand, and
found within the palm a small heap of glittering frag-

ments, whence the INIystery of Beauty had fled forever.

And as for Owen Warland, he looked placidly at what
seemed the ruin of his life's labor, and which yet was no
ruin. lie had caught a far other buttei-fly than this.

AV^hen the artist rose high enough to achieve the Beauti-

ful, the symbol by which he made it perceptible to niortal

senses became of little value in his eyes, while his spirit

possessed itself in the enjoyment of the reality.

A VIRTUOSO'S COLLECTION.

The other day, having a leisure hour at my disposal, I

Btept into a new nmseuni, to which my notice was casually
drawn by a small and unobtrusive sign: *'To nio skkn

liEKic, A ViKTUOSo's COLLECTION." Sucli was the Sim-

ple, yet not altogether mii)romising announcement, that

turned my steps aside, I'ur a little wiiile, from the sunny
sidewalk of our principal thoroughfare. Mounting a som-

bre stair-case, 1 pushed open a door at its summit, and

found myself in the presence of a person, who mentioned

the moderate sum that would entitle me to admittance:
*' Three shillings, Massachusetts tenor," said he; "no,

I mean lialf a dollar, as you reckon in these, days."
While searching my pocket for the coin, I glanced at

the door-keeper, tlio marked character and individuality of

YfhQS^ as|)ec( eu''9«u-ug;ed
wy lo exjject eoRietluug wt ^uito
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in the ordinary way. He wwe an old-fasliioned great
coat, much faded, within which his meagre person was so

completely enveloped that the rest of his attire was undis-

tingiiishable. But liis visage was remarkably wind-flushed,

8un-bumt, and weathei^worn, and had a most unquiet,

nervous, and apprehensive epxression. It seemed as if

this man had some all-important object in view, some

}K)int of deepest interest to be decided, some momentous

question to ask, might he but hope for a reply. As it was

evident, however, that I could have nothing to do with his

private affairs, I passed through an open doorway, which
admitted me into the extensive hall of the Museum.

Directly in front of the portal was the bronze statue of

a youth with winged feet. He was represented in the act

of flitting away from earth, yet wore such a look of earnest

invitation that it impressed me like a summons to enter the

hall.
" It is the original statue of Opportunity, hj the ancient

sculptor Lysippus,'* said a gentleman who now approached
me; " I place it at the entrance of my Museum, because it

is not at all times that one can gain admittance to such a
collection."

The speaker was a middle-aged person, of whom it was
not easy to determine whether he had spent his life as

a scholar, or as a man of action ; in truth, all outward and
obvious peculiarities had been worn away by an extensive

and . promiscuous intercourse with the world. There was
no mark about him of profession, individual habits, or

scardy of country ; although his dark complexion and high
features made me conjecture that he was a native of some
southern clime of Europe, At all events, be was evidently
the Virtuoso in person.

* "With your permission," said he,
" as we have no de«

p<.*riptive catalogue, I wUl accompany you through the

Museum, and point out whatever may be most worthy of
attention. In the first place, here is a choice collection of
stuffed animals.**

Nearest the door stood the outward semblance ofa wolf,

exquisitely prepared, it is true, and showing a very woldsh
fierceness in the large glass eyes, which were inserted into

its wild and crafty head. Still it was merely the skin of a

wolf, w-ith nothing to distinguish it from Other i^(Uvidu^l9

pf that unlovely breed.
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" How does this animal deserve a place in your collec-

tion ?
"

inquired I.

" It is the wolf that devoured Little Red Eiding-IIood,'*
answered the Virtuoso; *'and by his side,—with a milder

and more matronly look, as you perceive,
—stands the she-

wolf that suckled Romulus and Remus."
" Ah, indeed !

" exclaimed I. " And what lovely lamb is

this, with the gnow-wliite fleece, which seems to be of as

delicate a texture as innocence itself?"
•' Methinks you have but carelessly read Spenser,**

replied my guide,
" or you would at once recognize the

* milk-white lamb'wdiich Una led. But I 6(t no great
value upon the lamb. The next specimen is better vortU
our notice."

" AVliat !
"

cried I,
" this strange animal, with the black

head of an ox upon the body of a wdiite horse ? "Were it

possible to suppose it, I should say that this was Alex-
ander's steed Bucephalus."
"The same," said the Virtuoso. "And can yun like-

wise give a name to the famous charger that stauds beside

him?"
Next to the renowned Bucephalus stood the mere skele-

ton of a horse, with the white bones peeping through his

ill-conditioned liide. But, if my heart had not warmed
towards that piliful anatomy, I might as well have quitted
the Museum at once. Its rarities had not been collected

with pain and toil from the four quarters of the earth, and
from the depths of the sea, and from the palaces and sepul-
chres of ages, for those who could mistake this Ulustrioua

eteed.

"It is Rosinante!" exclaimed I, with enthusiasm.
And so it proved 1 My admiration for the noble and

gallant horse caused me to glance with less interest at the

other animals, although many of them might luwe deserved
the notice of Cuvior himself. There was the donkey which
Peter Bell cudgelled so soundly ; and a brother of the

same species, wlio had suffered a similar infliction from the

ancient prophet Balaam. Some doubts were entertained,

however, as to the authenticity of the latter beast. My
guide pointed out the venerable Argus, that faithful dog of

Ulysses, and also another dog (for so tlie skin bespoke it),

wliich, though imperfectly preserved, seemed once to have
had three lieads. It was Cerberus. I was considerably
amused f<t detecting, in a obscure corner, the fos that
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became so famous by the loss of his tail. Tht re were sev-

eral stuffed cats, which, as a dear lover of that comfortablo

beast, attracted my affectionate regards. Oue was Dr.
Johnson's cat Hodge; and in the same row stood the favor-

ite cats of Mahomet, Gray, and Walter Scott, together
with Puss in Boots, and a cat of very noble aspect who had
once been a deity of ancient Eg}pt. Byron's tame bear

came next. I must not forget to mention the Eryman-
thean boar, the skin of St. George's Dragon, and that of •

the serpent Python ; and another skin, with beautifully
'

variegated hues, supposed to have been the garment of the
'

**spirited Sly Snake," which tempted Eve. Against the

walls were suspended the horns of a stag that Shakspeare
shot; and on the floor lay the ponderous shell of the tor-

toise which fell upon the head of ^schylus. In one row,
as natural as life, stood the sacred bull Apis, the " cow with
the crumpled horn," and a very wild looking young heifer,

which I guessed to be the cow that jumped over the moon.
She was probably killed by the rapidity of her descent.

As I turned away, my eyes fell upon an indescribable mon-

ster, which proved to be a gi-illin.
" I look in vain," observed I,

" for the skin of an animal
which might well deserve the closest study of a naturalist,—the winged horse Pegasus."

" lie is not yet dead," replied the Virtuoso,
" but he ia

so hard ridden by many young gentlemen of the day, that
I hope soon to add his skin and skeleton to my colleo-

tion."

"We now passed to the next alcove of the hall, in whlcTi

was a multitude of stuffed birds. They were very prettily

arranged, some upon the branchesof trees, others brooding
upon nests, and others suspended by wires so artificially
that they seemed in the veiy act of flight. Among them
was a white dove, with a withered branch of olive leaves in

her mouth.
" Can this be the very dove," inquired I,

*' that brought
the message of peaxje and hope to the tempest-beaten pas-
sengers of the ark ?

"

*' Even so," said my companion.
" And this raven, I supjx)se," continued T,

" is the eame
that fed Ehjah in the wilderness."

" The raven ?—no," said the Virtuoso,
«

it is a bird of
modern date. He belonged to one Barnaby Rudge ; and

many people fancied that the devil himself was disguised
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under his sable plumage. But poor Grip has drawn hia

last cork, and has been forced to '

say die
'
at last. This

other raven, hai'dlj less curious, is that in which the soul

of King George the Fiist revisited his lady love, the

Duchess of Kendall."

My guide next pointed out Minerva's owl, and the vult-

ure that preyed upon the liver of Prometheus. There
was likewise the sacred Ibis ofEgypt, and one ofthe Stym-
phalides, which Hercules shot in his sixth labor. Shelley's

sky-lark, Bryant's water-fowl, and a pigeon from the bel-

fry of tlie Old South Church, preserved by N. P. Willis,
were placed on the same perch. I could not but shudder
on beholding Coleridge's albatross, transfixed with the

Ancient Mariner's crossbow shaft. Beside this bird of

awful poesy stood a grey goose of vei-y ordinary aspect.
" Stuffed goose is no such rarity," observed I. *' Why

do you preserve such a specimen in your Museum ?
'*

*' It is one of the flock whose cackling saved the Roman
Capitol," answered the Virtuoso. *'Many geese have

cackled and hissed, both before and since; but none, like

those, have clamored themselves into immortality."
There seemed to be little else that demanded notice in this

department of the Museum, unless we except Robinson Cru-

Boe's parrot, a live plioenix, a footless bird of Paradise, and

a splendid peacock, supposed to be the same that once con-

tained the soul of Pythagoras. I therefore passed to the

next alcove, t'-o shelves of wliich were covered with a mis-

cellaneous collection of curiosities, such as are usually
found in similar establishments. One of the first things

that took my eye was a strange looking cap, woven of some

substance that appeared to bo neither woolen, cotton, nor

linen.
" Is this a magician's cap?** I aslced.

"No," replied the Virtuoso, *'it is merely Dr. Frank-

lin's cap of asbestos. But here is one which, perhaps,

may suit you better. It is iho wisliing-cap of Fortunatus.

Willyou try iton?*'
** By no means," answered I, putting it aside with my

hand. " Tiie day of wild wishes is pjist with me. I desire

nothing tliat may not come in the ordinary course of

Providence."
" Then, probably," returned the Virtuoso^ "you will not

be tempted to rub this lamp?*'
While speaking, he took fioui the shelf an antique hruao
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lamp, curiously wrought with embossed figures, but so cov-

ered with verdigris that the sculpture was almost eaten

away.
* It is a thousand years,** said he, "since the genius of

this lamp constructed Aladdin's palace in a single night.
But he stiU retains his power; and the man who rubs

Aljiddin's lamp, has but to desire either a palace or a cot-

tage.**

"I might desire a cottage,** replied I, "but I would v

have it founded on sure and stable truth, not on dreams 1

and fantasies. 1 have learned to look for the real and the A
true."

.

'

My guide next showed me Prospcro's magic wand,
broken into three fragments by the hand of its mighty
master. On the same shelf lay the gold ring of ancient

Gyges, which enabled the wearer to walk invisible. On
the other side of the alcove was a tall

looking-glass;
in a

frame of ebony, but veiled with a curtainoTpiirple silk,

through the rents of which the gleam of the mirror was

perceptible.
"Thb is Comeli'is Agrippa*s magic glass,** observed tho

Virtuoso. "Draw aside the cuilain, and picture any
human form within your mind, and it will be reflected in

the mirror.'*
" It is enough if I can picture it witliin my mind,'*

answered I. " Why should I wish it to be repeated in tho
mirror? But, indeed, these works of magic have grown
wearisome to me. Tliere are so many gi-eater wonders in \ p
the world, to those who keep their eyes oi^en, and their ^)
sight undimmed by custom, that all the delusions of the , \

old sorcerers seem flat and stale. Unless you can show
me something really curious, I care not to look further

into your Museum."

"Ah, well, then,** said the Virtuoso, composedly, "pen
haps you may deem some of my antiquarian rarities deserv-

ing of a glance.**
He pointed out the Iron Mask, now corroded with rust;

and my heart grew sick at the sight of this dreadftil relic,

which had shut out a human being from sympathy with
his race. There was nothing half so terrible in the axe
that beheaded King Charity nor in the dagger that slow

Henry of Navarre, nor in the arrow that pierced the heart
of William Rufus,—all of which were sliown to me. Many
of the articles derived their iuteit^ such as it was, from
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having been formerly in the possession of royalty. Fof

instance, here was Charlemagne's sheepskin cloak, the

flowing wig of Louis Quatorze, the spinning-wheel of Sar-

danapalus, and King Stephen's famous breeches, which

cost him but a crown. The heart of the Bloody Mary,
with the word " Calais

** worn into its discfised substance,
was preserved in a bottle of spirits ; and near it lay the

golden case in which the queen of Gustavus Adoljihus
treasured up that hero's heart. Among these relics and
heirlooms of kings, I must not forget the long, hairy ears

of Midas, and a piece of bread, which had been changed
to gold by the touch of that unlucky monarch. And as

Grecian Helen was a queen, it may here be mentioned,
that I was permitted to take into my hand a lock of her

golden hair, and the bowl which a sculptor modelled from

the curve of her perfect breast. Here, likewise, was the

robe that smothered Agamemnon, Nero's fiddle, the Czar
Peter's brandy-bottle, the crown of Scmiramis, and
Canute's sceptre, which he extended over the sea. That

my own land may not deem itself neglected, let me add,
that I was favored with a sight of the skull of King Philip,

tl;e famous Indian chief, whose head the Puritans smote

off and exhibited upon a pole.
"Show me something else,'* said I to the Virtuoso.

"Kings are in such an artificial position, that people in

the ordinary walks of life cannot feel an interest in their

relics. If you could show me the straw hat of sweet little

Nell, 1 would far rather see it than a king's golden
crown,"
"There it is,'* said my guide, pointing carelessly with

his staff to the straw hat in question. "But, indeed, you
are hard to please. Here are the seven-league boots.

Will you try them on ?
"

"Our modern railroads have superseded their use,"

answered I; "and as to these cow-liide boots, I could

sliovv you quite as curious a pair at the transcendental com-

munity in Koxbury."
We next examined a collection of swords and other

weapons, belonging to difFercnt epochs, but thrown

t<)geth«'r without nuich attempt at avraiigement. Here
was Arthur's sword Excalihar, and that of the Cid Cam-

jKiodor, and the sword of Brutus rusted with Cajsjir's blood

aiul his own, an<l the sword of Joan of Arc, and that of

Horatius, and that with which
Vir^iuiua

slew his
daughter,
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and the one which Dionysius suspended over the head of

Damocles. Here, also, was Arria's sword, which she

plunged into her own bi-east, in order to taste of death

before her husband. The crooked blade of Saladin's

scimitar next attracted my notice. I know not by what

chance, but so it happened, that the sword ofone ofour own
militia generals was susj)ended between Don Quixote's
huice and the brown blade of Hudibitus. ^My heait

tlirobl>ed high at the sight of the helmet of Miltiades, and
the spear that was broken in the breast of Epaminondas.
I recognized the shield of Achilles by its resemblance to

the admirable cast in the possession of Pi-ofes^ror Felton.

Nothing in this apartment interested me more than Major
Pitcairn's pistol, the discharge of wliich, at Lexington,

began the war of tlie revolution, and was reverberated in

thunder around the land for seven long years. The bow
of Ulysses, though unstrung for ages, was placed against
the wall, together with a sheaf of Robin Hood's arrows,
and the rifle of Daniel Boon.

" Enough of weajx^ns," said I, at lenfrtli ;

"
althongh I

would glailly have s^en the sacred shield which fell from
Heaven in the time of Numa. And surely you should

obtain the sword which Washington unsheathed at Cam-

bridge. But the collectiop does you much credit. Let U3

pass on."

In the next alcovewe saw the golden thigh ofPythagoras,
which had so divine a meaning; and, by one of the queer

analogies to which the Virtuoso seemed to be addicted,
this ancient emblem lay on the stmie fhelf with Peter

Stuyvesant's woode^n leg, that was fabled lo be of silver.

Here was a remnant of the Gk)lden Fleece ; and a sprig of

yellow leaves that resembled the foliage of a frost-bitten

ehn, but was duly authenticated as a portion of the golden
bninch by which jEneas gained admittance to the realm of
Pluto. Atalanta's golden apple, and one of the apples of

<Iiscord, were wrapt in the napkin of gold which Ramjv
eiuitus brought from Hades; and the whole were de|X)sited
in the golden vase of Bias, with its inscription: "To the
WISEST."
"And how did you obtain this vase?" said I to the

Virtuoso.
" It was given me long ago," replied he, with a scorn-

ful expression in his eye,
" because I had learned to despise f

all things."
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It had not escaped me that, though the Virtuoso waa
evidently a man of liigh cultivation, yet he seemed to lack

sympathy with the spiritual, the subhme, and the tender.

Apart from the whim that had led him to devote so much
time, pains, and expense to the collection of this Museum,
he impressed me as one of the hai'dest and coldest men of
the world whom I had ever met.
"To despise all tilings !" repeated I. "This, at best,

is the wisdom of the understanding. It is the creed of a
man whose soul,—whose better and diviner part, has
never been awakened, or has died out of him."

*' I did not think that you were still so young,** said
the Virtuoso. "Should you live to my years, you will

acknowledge that the vase of Bias w as not ill bestowed."
Without further discussion of the point, he directed my

attention to other curiosities. I examined Cinderella's
little glass slipper, and compared it with one cf Diana's

sandals, and with Fanny Elssler's shoe, which bore testi-

mony to the muscular character of her illustrious foot.

On the same shelf were Thomas the Rhymer's green vel-

vet shoes, and the brazen shoe of Empedocles, which was
thrown out cf Mt. ^tna. Anacrcon's drink ing-cup was

placed in apt juxtaposition with one of Tom Moore's

wine-glasses and Circe's magic bowl. These Averc sym-
bols of luxury and riot: but near them stood the cup
whence Socrates drank his hemlock ; and that which Sir

Pliilip Sydney put from his death-parched lips to bestow
the draught ui)on a dying soldier. Next appeared a clus-

ter of tobacco pipes, consisting of Sir Walter Raleigh's,
the earliest on record, Dr. Parr's, Charles Lamb's and the
first calumet of peace which was ever smoked between a

European and an Indian. Among other musical instru-

ments, I noticed the lyre of Orpheus, and those of Homer
and Sappho, Dr. Franklin's famous whistle, the ti'unipct
of Anthony Van Corlear, and the flute which Gohlsmilh

played upon in his rambles through the French provinces.
The stall' of Peter the Hermit stood in a corner, with that

of good old Bishop Jewel, and one of Ivory, which had

belonged to Papirius, the Roman Senator. The ponder-
ous club of Hercules waa close at hand. The Virtuoso
sli&wed me the chisel of Phidias, Claude's palette, and the

brush of Apelles, observing that he intended to bestow
the former either on Greenough, Crawford, or Powers, and
the two latter upon Washington Allston. There was a
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small vase of oracular gas from Delplios, wliicli, I trust,

will be submitted to the scientific analysis of Professor

8illiman. I was deeply moved on beholding a phial of

tiie tears into which Niobe was dissolved ; nor less so on

learning that a shapeless fragment of salt was a relic of

tliat viL'tim of despondency and sinful regrets, Lot's wife.

My companion appeared to set great valne U|X)n some

Egyptian darkness in a blacking jug. Several of ^ the

shelves were covered by a collection of coins ; among
which, however, I remember none but the Splendid Siiil-

ling, celebrated by Phillips, and a dollar's worth of the

iron money of Lycurgus, weighing about fifty pounds.

Walking carelessly onward, I had nearly fallen over a

huge bundle, like a pedlar's pack, done up in sackcloth,

and very securely strapped and corded. \/

"It is Christian's burthen of sin," said the Virtuoso. ' •

" Oh, pray let us open it !

"
cried I. *' Formany a year

I have longed to know its contents.'* •>

" Look into your own consciousness and memory,** re- 1

plied the Virtuoso. "You will there find a list of w^liat-
jij

ever it contains."

As this was an undeniable truth, I threw a melancholy
look at the burthen, and passed on. A collection of old

garments, hanging on pegs, was worthy of some attention,

especially the shirt of Nessus, Cieser's mantle, Joseph's
coat of many colors, the Vicar of Bray's cassock, Gold-

smith's peach-bloom suit, a pair of President Jefterson's

scarlet breeches, John Randolph's red baize hunting-shirt,
the drab small clothes of the Stout Gentleman, and the

rags of the "man all tattered and torn." George Fox's

hat impressed me with deep reverence, as a relic of per-

haps the truest apostle that has appeared on earth for these

eighteen hundred years. ^ly eye was next attracted by
an old pair of shears, which I should have taken for a
memorial of some famous tailor, only that the Virtuoso

pledged his vei-acity that they were the identical scissors

of Atropos. He also showed me a broken hour-glass,
which bad been thrown aside by Father Time, together
with the old gentleman's grey forelock, tastefully braided

into a brooch. In the hour-glass was the handful of sand,
the grains of which had numbered the years of the Cu-
ma?an Sibyl. I think it was in this alcove that I saw the

inkstand which Luther tiirew at the Devil, and the ring
which £ssex, while under sentence of death, sent to
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Queen Elizabelli. And here was the blood-encrusted pen
of steel with which Faust signed away his salvation.

The Viituoso now opened the door of a closet, and
Bhowed me a lamp burning, while three others stood un-

lighted by its side. One of the three was the lamp of

Diogenes, another that of Guy Faux, and the third that
which Hero set forth to the midnight breeze in the high
tower of Abydos.

" See !

'*
said the Virtuoso, blowing with all his force at

the lighted lamp.
The flame quivered and shrank away from his breath,

but clung to the wick, and resumed its brilhancy as soon
as the blast was exhausted.

"It is an undying lamp from the tomb of Charlemagne,"
observed my guide. "That flame was kindled a thousand

years ago."
"How ridiculous, to kindle an unnatural light in

tombs !" exclaimed I. "We should seek to behold the
dead in the light of heaven. But what is the meaning of
this chafing-dish of glowing coals?"

"That," answered the Virtuoso, "is the original fire

which Prometheus stole from Heaven. Look steadfastly
into it, and you will discern another cuposity."

I gazed into that fire,—which, s/mbolicaljy, was the

origin of all that was bright and gferiotis in the soul of

man,—and in the midst of it, behold! a little reptile,

sporting witli evident enjoyment of the fervid heat. It

was a salamander.
" What a sacwlege !

**
cried I, with inexpressible dis-

gust.
" Can you find no better use for this ethereal fire

than to cherish a loathsome reptile in it? Yet there are

men who abuse the sacred fire of their own souls to as

foul and guilty a pur|)Ose."
TIio Virtuoso made no answer, except by a dry laugh,

and an assurance that the salamander was the very same
which Benvenuto Celliui had seen in liis father's Iioiise-

liold fire. Ho then proceeded to show me other rarities ;

for this closet appeared to be tlie receptacle of what he
considered most valuable in liis collection.

"Tliere," said he, "is the great carbuncle of the White
Mountains."

I gazed with no llttTe interest at this mighty gem, which
it had been one of the wild prqjcets of my youtli to dis-

cover. Possibly it might have looked brigliter to ine in



A VIKTDOSO*8 COLLECTION. 347

iihose days than now; at all events, it had not euch bril-

liancy as to detain me long from the oilier ailicles of the

Museum. The Virtuoso pointed to me a crystalline stone,

which hung by a gold chain against tiie wall.

"That is the Philosopher's Stone," said he.

"And have you the Elixir Yitae, which generally ac-

companies it ?
"

inquired I.

" Even so—this urn is filled witli it,** lie replied. "A
diaiight would refresh you. Here is Hebe's cup,

—^will

you quaff a health from it?**

My heart thrilled within me at tlie idea of such a re-

viving di*aught; for methought I had gi-eat need of it,

after travelling so far on the dusty road of life. But I

know not whether it were a peculiar glance in the Vir-

tuoso's eye, or the circumstance that this most precious

liquid was contained in an antique sepulchral um, that

made me pause. Then came many a thought, with whicli,

in the calmer and better hours of my life, I had strength-
ened myself to feel that Death is the very friend whom,
in his due season, even the happiest mortal should be wil-

ling to embrace.
" No, I desire not an earthly immortality,** said I.

*'"W"ere man to live longer on the earth, the spiritual
would die out of him. The spark of ethereal fire would
be choked by the material, the sensual. There is a celes-

tial something within us that requires, alter a certain

time, the atmosphere of Heaven to preserve it from decay
and ruin. I will have none of this liquid. You do well

to keep it in a sepulcliral m-n ; for it would produce death,
while bestowing the shadow of life.'*

" All this is unintelligible to me,** responded my guide,
with itulifference. "

Life,—earthly life,—is the only gootl.
But you refuse the draught ? Well, it is not likely to be
olfered twice witliin one man's experience. Probably you
have griefs which you seek to forget in death. I can
enable you to forget them in life. "Will you take a

draught of Lethe?"
As he spoke the Virtuoso took from the shelf a crystal

vase containing a sable liquor, which caught no reflected

Jmage irom the objects around,

'*Kot for the world !" exclaimed T, shrinkins back. **I

can spare none of my recollections,—not even these of
error or sorrow. They are all alike the food of my spirit.

As well never to have lived, as to lose them now.''
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Without further parley we passed to the next alcore,
the shelves of which were burthened with ancient volumes,
and with tftose rolls of papyrus, in which was treasured up
the eldest wisdom of the earth. Perhaps the most valua-

ble work in the collection, to a bibliomaniac, was the Book
of Ilermes. For my pai't, however, I would have given
a higher price for those six of the Sibyl's books which

Tarquin refused to pui'chase, and which the Virtuoso

informed me he had himself found in the cave of Tropho-
liius. Doubtless these old volumes contain prophecies of

the fate of Rome, both as respects the decline and fall of

her temporal empii-e, and the rise of her spiritual one.

Not without value, likewise, was the work of Anaxagoras
on Nature, hitherto supposed to be irrecoverably lost; and
the missing treatises of Longinus, by which modern criti-

cism might; profit ; and those books of Livy, for which the

classic student has so long sorrowed without hope. Among
these precious tomes I observed tlie original manuscript of

the "Koran, and also that of the Mormon Bible, in Joe
Smith's authentic autograph. Alexander's copy of the

Iliad was also there, enclosed in the jeweled casket of Dar-

ius, still fragrant of the perfumes which the Persian kept
hi it.

Opening a h-on-clasped volume, bound in black leather,

I discovered it to be Cornelius Agrippa's book of magic ;

find it was rendered still mox"e interesting by the fact that

many flowei*s, ancient and modern, were pressed between

its leaves. Here was a rose from Eve's bridal bower,
and all those red and white roses which were plucked in

the garden of the Temple, by .the partizans of York and

Lancaster. Here was llulleck's Wild Rose of Alloway.

CoAKpej' had contributed a Sensitive Plant, and Words-

wortli an Eglantine, and Burns a Mountain Daisy, and

Kirke White a Star of Bethlehem, and I>«ngfcllow a Sprig
of Fennel, with its yellow flowers. James Russell Lowell

had given a Pressed Flower, but fragrant slill, which had

bcim shadowed in the Rhine. There was also a sprig from

Southey's Holly-Tree. One of the most beautiful speci-

mens was a Fringed Gentian, which had been plucked and

preserved for immortality by Bryant. From Jones Very,—a poet whose voice is scarcely heard among us, by rea-

son of its depth,—^there was a Wind Flower and a Colum-

bine.

As I closed Cornelius Agrippa's magic volume, an old,
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mildewed letter fell npon the floor; it proved to be an

autograph from the Flying Dutchman to liis wife. I

could linger no longer among books, for the afternoon wru

waning, and there was yet much to see. The bare men-
tion of a few more curiosities must suffice. The immense
skull of Polyphemus was recognizable by the cavernous
hollow in the centre of the forehead, where once had blazed
the giant's single eye. The tub of Diogenes, Medea's

cauldron, and Psyche's vase of beauty, were placed one
within another. Pandora's box, without the lid, stood

next, containing nothing but the girdle of Venus, which
had been carelessly flung into it, A bundle of birch rods,
wliich had lieen used by Shenstone's sclioolmistress, were
tied up with the Countess of Salisbury's garter. I knew
not which to value most, a Roc's egg, as big as an ordinai-y

hogsliead, or the shell of the egg whicli Columbus set upon
its end. Perhaps the most delicate article in the whole
Museum was Queen Mab's chariot, which, to guard it from
the touch of meddlesome fingers, was placed under a ghxsa
tumbler.

Several of the shelves were occupied by specimens of

entomology. Feeling but little interest in the science, I

noticed only Anacreon's Grasshopper, and an Humble-
Bee, which had been presented to the Virtuoso by Ralph
Waldo Emerson.
In the part of the hall which we had now reached, I

observed a curtain) that descended from the ceiling to the
floor in volumimJus folds, of a depth, richness, and magnifi-
cence wliich I had never seen equalled. It was not to be
doubted that this splendid, though dark and solemn veil,,
concealed a portion of the Museum even richer in wohtlers
than that through which I had already passed. But, on

my attempting to grasp the edge of the curtain and draw
it aside, it proved to be an illusive picture.

" You need not blush," reimrl^ the Virtuoso, " for

that same curtain deceived Zeuxis. It is the celebrated

painting of Parrhasius."

In a range with the cnrtain, there were a number of
other choice pictures, by artists of ancient day.*. Here
was the famous Cluster of Grapes by Zeuxis, so admirably
depicted that it seemed as if the ripe juice were bursting
forth. As to the picture of the Old Woman, by the same
illustrious painter, and which was so ludicrous that he him.
self died with laughing at it, I cannot say that it paiticu-
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larly moved my risibilty. Ancient humor seems to have
little power over modern muscles. Here, also, was the

Horse, painted by Apelles, which living horses neighed
at ; his first portrait of Alexander the Great, and his last

unfinished picture of Venus Asleep. Each of these woiks
of art, together -with others by Parrliasius, Tiniantlies,

Polygnotus, Apollodorus, Pausias, and Pamphilus, required
more time and study than I could bestow, for the adequate
perception of their merits. I shall therefore leave them
undescribed and uncriticised, nor attempt to settle the

question of superiority between ancient and modern ail;.

For the same reason I shall pass lightly over the speci-
mens of antique sculpture, wiiich this indefatigable and
fortunate Virtuoso had dugout of the dust of fallen empires.
Here was iEtion's cedar statue of ^sculapius, much
decayed, and Alcon's iron statue of Hercules, lamentably
rusted. Here was the statue of Victory, six feet high,
which the Jupiter Olympus of Phidias had held in his hand.

Here was a fore-finger of the Colossus of Rhodes, seven

feet in length. Here was the Venus Urania of Phidias,
and other images of male and female beauty or grandeur,

wrought by sculptors wlio appear never to have debased

their souls by tlie sight of any meaner forms than those of

gods, or godlike mortals. But the deep simplicity ofthese

groat works was not to be comprehended by a mind excited

and disturbed, as mine was, by the various objects that

had recently been presented to it. I therefore turned

away, with merely a passing glance, resolving, on some
future occasion, to brood over each individual statue and

pictiu'e, until my inmost spirit sliould leel their excellence.

In this department, again, I noticed the tendency to Avliim-

sical combinations and ludicrous analogies, which seemed
to influence many of the arrangements of the Museum.
The wooden statue, so well known as the Palhulium of

Troy, was placed in close apposition with the wooden head

of Genei-al Jackson, which was stolen a few yeai-s since

from th« bDws of the Constitution.

We had now completed the circuit of the spacious hall,

and found ourselves again near the door. Feeling some-

wliat wearied with the survey of so many novelties and

atiquities, I sat down upon Cowpcr's sofa, while the Vir-

tuoso threw himself careh^ssly into Rabelais's easy-chair.

Casting my eyes upon the opposite wall, I was suijiiscd

to perceire the shadow of a mmi, flickering ucstcadil/
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across the wainscot, and looking as if it wore stirred by
some breath of air that found its way through the door or

windows. No substantial figure was visible, from which

this shadow might be thrown ; nor, had there been such,
was tliere any sunshine that would have caused it to darken

upon the wall.

"It is Peter Schlemihl's shadow," observed the Vir-

tuoso, "and one of the modt valuable aiticlas in my coU

lection."
*' M( thinks a shadow would have made a fitting door-

keejier to such a Museum," said I, "although, indeed,

yonder figure has something strange and fantastic about

him, wliich suits well enough witli many of the impres-
sions wliich I have received here. Pray, who is he?"

"Wliile speaking, I gazed more scmtinizingly than be-

fore at tlie antiquated presence of the person who had
admitted me, and who still sat on his bench, with the

same restless aspect, and dim, confused, questioning anxi-

ety, that I had noticed on my first entrance. At this

moment lie looked eagerly towards us, and half-starting
from his seat, addressed me.

* I beseech you, kind sir," said he, in a cracked, melan-

choly tone,
" have pity on the most unfortunate man in

the world ! For heaven's sake answer me a single ques-
tion' Is this the town of Boston ?"
"You have recognized Inm now," said the Virtuoso.

" It is Peter Rugg, the Missing JIan. I chanced to meet

him, the other day, still in search of I>oston, and con

ducted hiin hither; and, as he could not succeed in finding
liis friends, I have taken him into my sen^ice as door-

keaper. He is somewhat too apt to ramble, but otherwise

a man of trust and integrity."
"And—might I venture to ask," continued I,**toi\hom

am I indebted for this afternoon's gi-atification ?
"

The "N'irtuoso, before replying, laid his hand upon an

antique dart or javelin, the iTisty steel head of which
seemed to have been blunted, as if it had encountered
the resistance of a tpmpered shield or breast-plate.

"My name has not been without its distinction in the

world, for a longer period than that of any other man
alive," answered he. " Yet many doubt of my existence,—

j)erhaps you will do so, to-morrow. This dart, which I
hold in my hand, was once gi-iin Death's own weapon. It

aerved him well frir the space of four thousand years.
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But it fell blunted, as you see, when he directed it against
\iny breast."
' These words were spoken with the calm and cold cour-

tesy of manner that had characterized this singular per-

sonage throughout our interview. I fancied, it is true,
that there was a bitterness indefinably mingled with his

tone, as of one cut off from natural sympathies, and
blasted with a doom that had been inflicted on no other
human being, and by the results of which he had ceased
to be human. Yet, withal, it seemed one of the most ter-

rible consequences of that doom, that the victim no longer
regarded it as a calamity, but had finally accepted it as
the greatest good that could have befallen him.

^^ '• You are tlie Wandering Jew !

"
exclaimed I.

The Virtuoso bowed, without emotion of any kind; for,

by centuries of custom, he had almost lost the sense of

strangeness in his fate, and was but imperfectly conscious
of the astonishment and awe with which it affected such
as are ca[)able of deatli.

*' Your doom is indeed a fearful one!" said I, with irre-

pressible feeling, and a frankness that afterwards startled

me; "yet perhaps the ethereal spirit is not entirely ex-

tinct, under all this corrupted or frozen mass of earthly
life. Perhaps the immortal spark may yet be rekindled

by a breath of heaven. Perhaps you may yet be per-
mitted to die, before it is too late to live eternally. Ifou
have my pi-iiyers for such a consummation. Farewell."
"Your prayers Avill be in vain," replied he, witli a

( smile of cold triumph.
' My destiny is linked with the

realities of earth. You are welcome to your visions and
shadows of a future state ; but give me what I can see,

and touch, and understand, and I ask no more."
'' It is indeed too late," thought I. "The soul is dead

within him!"

Struggling between pity ard horror, I extended my
hand, to whicli the Virtuoso gave his own, still with the

liabitual courtesy of a man of the Avorhl, but without a

singh; licart-tlirob of human brotherhood. The touch
seemed like ice, yet I know not wliether morally or phys-

ically. As I dei)arted, he bade me observe that the inner

door of the liall was constructed with the ivory leaves of

the gateway through which JEneas and the Sibyl had been

dismissed from Iladest
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